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W1TS. 
SPORT upon SPORT. 


Curious Colle&ion of ſeveral 


DROLS and FARCES, 


Preſented and Shewn 
For the 


MERRIMENT and DELIGHT 
OF 


Wiſe Men, and the Ignorant : 


As they have been ſundry times Aced 
In Publique, and Private, 


In LONDON at BART HOLO ME44 
In the Countrey at other bt: AIRES. 
In HALLS and TAVERNS. 

On ſeveral MOUNTEBANCKS STAGES, 

At Charing Croſs, Lincolns-lxn-Fields, and other places. 


BY 
Several Stroleirs PLAYERS, 


FOOLS, and FIDLERS, 
And the Mountebancks ZANIES, 


With loud Laughter, and great Applauſe. 
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The Prifice! 


TP Piftles and Prefaces bave of late been ſo much in fa- 
FE ſhion, that very few Dramatick Poems, Vulgarly cal- 
led Plays, have been publiſhed,but what have been Uſhered 
by thoſe Cuſtomary Apologies ; and fo much Art and Learn- 
ng bave been uſed in them, that oftentimes a quarter part 
of” the Book hath been taken up tn thetr compoſition, The 
entent of which Prefacing bath been alik+ in all to Vindi- 
cate and juſtifie their own manner of writing, and decry 
others : Some have been wholly for Proſe, and others for 
Verſe z ſome for ſerious Language, and others for Farce , 
but all agree tn this ; That Plays are but Diverſions tn what 
kizd ſorver underſtood, This bath been the Cuſtom ard 
Optmon of others, Now, leſt 1 ſhould appear ignorant of 
the faſhion, and thought uncapable to follow it, 1 am obe 
liged to ſay ſomewbat too z but ſince 1 reſolve againſt any 
lonz Learned Diſcourſe, 1 ſhall ozly grve you a taſte of my 
Expertence, which 1 hope may te as diverttue and pled« 
ſat, 
i he moſt part of theſe Preces gere written by ſuch Pen- 
men as were known to be the ableſt Artiſls that ever this Nas 
ton produced, ty Name, Shake-ſpear, Fletcher, John- 
ſon, Shirley, a»dothers z ard theſ* CulleRions are the very 
Soul of their writings, if the witty part thereof” may be ſo 
termed : And the other ſmall Preces compoſed by ſeveral 
other Authors are ſuch as bave been of great fame tu this 
Lift Age. wWhen-the publique Theatres were ſhut up, and 
the Aﬀors for biddei to preſent tus with ary of thetr Trage- 
dies, becauſe we had ehough of” that ti earneſt ; and Come- 
dies, becauſe the Vices of the Age were t91 lively and 
ſmartly repr; ſented ; then all that we cou!d-diuert our ſelvcs 
with were theſe humours and pieces of Plays, which paſſing 


wer the Name of a merry conceited Fe:low,called _— 
A 2 the 


The Preface. 


the Veaver, Simpleron the Smith , John Swabber, 
or ſome ſuch Title, were only al owedyus, cnd that but ty 

ealth too, arid wider pretence of Rope-dairctng , or the 
like z and tveſe being all that was permitted us, great was 
the confluence of the Auditors ;, ai.d theſe ſmall things were 
as profitable, and as great get-pernmes to the Aﬀors as at, 
of our late famed Plays, 1 bave ſeen the Red Bull Play- 
Houſe, whic) was a large ove, ſo full, that as mar.y went 
Lack for want of room as bad entred; and as meanly as you 
may mow thi. k of theſe. Drols, they were then Ated by the 
beſt Comecans thes ard now in beings and 1 may ſay, by 
ſome that then exceeded all now Liumg, by Name, the t1- 
comparable Robert Cox, who was ot only the principal 
Aﬀor, tut alſo the Contriver and Author of moſt of theſe 
Farces, How have 1 beard bim cryed up for bis John 
$wabber, azd Simpleton the Snuth ? 1z which be betng 
to appear with a /arge piece of Bread and Butter, 1 have 
frequently known ſeveral of the Female Speflators aud Au- 
ditors to long for ſome of it : Arid or.ce that well known Nas 
t .ral Jack Adams of Clarkenwel, ſeerng him with Bread 
en1 Buiter on the Stage, and k,oning him, cryed out Cuz, 
(uz, grue me ſome, give me ſome ; to thegreat pleaſure of 
the Audience: And ſo Naturally aid he A# the Smiths 
part, that being at a Fatr tn a Countrey Town, and that 
Farce being preſented, the only Maſter Smith of the Town 
came to him, ſaying, well, although your Father ſpeaks ſo 
el of you, yet when the Fatr 1s done, if you will come and 
nor: with me, 1 will give you twelte pence @ week more then 
1 give any other Fourney- Man, Thus was be taken for 6 
Smith bred, that was indeed as much of ny Trad, 

And «s be pleaſed the City and Countrey, ſo the Untuer- 
fities bad a fight of him, and very well eſteemed be was by 
the Learned, but more particularly by the Butler of one of 
thoſe Colledges, who liking bis Aﬀing, and finding that 
thoſe Repreſentations were defeitvue for want of a ge, 
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The Pcelace, 
h: being 4 dabler in Poetry, would needs write oxe; part of 
which I remember to be thas, 
Ccourteous Spectators, we arc your Relators, 
Neither Tylers nor Slators, nor your Vexatgrs, 
Buc ſuch who will ftrive to pleaſe, 
While you fit at your cale, 


And ſpeak ſuch words as may be ſpokeff, 
And not by any be miſtoken, Cetera deſidrrantur, Oc, 


Although 1 queſtion not but the Univerſity afforded good 
wits, andſuch as were well Skilled tn Poetry, yet this was 
the beſt our Butler was t- feted with, which Robert Cox 
aid ſpeak, 108 as a Prologue at the beginitrg, but as a 
Dryoll in the middle of what he then Aed, 

Thus were theſe Compoſittor.$ liked and approved by all, 
aud they were the fitteſt for the Aﬀors to Repriſent, there 
being little oft tn Cloaths, which often were th great dan- 
ger to be ſeiz'd Ly the then Sauldiers;, who, as the Poet 
ſays, Enter the Red Coar, Exit Hat and Cloak, was 
ve/y-true, ot only tn the Audience, but the Aﬀors too, 
were commonly, not only firip'd, but many times empriſoned, 
till they paid ſuch Rarſum as the Souldiers would impoſe 
aponthem ;, ſa that it was haz iwdous to Att azy thing that 
required at.y good Cloaths, nftead of which painted Cloath 
many times ſerved the turn to repreſent Rich Habits, In- 
deed Poetry and Parnting are of” Kin, betng the effefts of 
fancy, andone oftentimes helps the other, as tn our Ingent- 
ous and Rich Scenes, which ſh:wtothe Eye what the Aﬀors 
repreſent to t''e Ear ,, ard th1s Painting puts me tn mind of 
a prece I once ſaw in a Country Inn, where was with the left 
Skill of the Work-man repreſented K'3 g Phataoh, with Mr -- 
ſes and Aaron, and ſome others, to exolain which figures, 


was added this piece of Poetry. 


Here Pharaoh with his Goggle Eyes does (tare on 
The High-Pricſt Xofes, with the Propher Aaron, 
Why, 


. 


The Preface. 
Why, what a Raſcal 
Vas he that would not let the Peoplego to eat the Phaſ- 
cal? 

The Painting was eUery wayes 4s defeftrue and lame as 
the Poetry, for 1 believe be nbo pictured King Pharaoh, 
had never ſeen a King in bis Life, for all the Majeſty be 
was repreſented with was google Eyes , that bis Pitture 
might be anſwerable to the Verſe, But enough of this Story, 
which pleaſing me,” 1 muſt confeſs, 1 bave forced tn bere, 
hoping tt well pleaſe you too, arid then 1 bave my ends, 

And now 1 will addreſs my ſelf to my particular Rea- 
ders, and conclude, Beſiaes thoſe who read theſe ſort of 
Books for thety pleaſure, there are ſ»me w''0 do it for profit, 
ſuch as are young Play:rs, Fidlers, ec, As for thoſe 
Players who intend to wander and go aſtroletng, this very 
Bock, and a few ordinary properties 1s enough to ſet them 
up, ard get money 11 any Tops tn England, Ard Fid ers 
purchacing of this Book have a ſuffictent (tcck for all Feaſts 
and Entertainments. Aid if the Mounicbarck will but 
carry this Buck, ard three ey four young Fellows to AR what 
iS bere ſet down for them, it will meſt certai/ily draw in Au- 
dit or S eacugh, who muſt reeds purchce thety Drugs, Potions, 
and Baiſoms, This Book alſo is of great uſe at Sea, as 
well as on Land, for the merry Saylors in long Voyages, to 
the Eaſt or Weſt Indies z and for a Chamber Book tn general 
it 15 moſt neceſſary to make Phyſick work, and ceaſe the pairs 
of all Diſeaſes ; being of ſo great uſe to all ſorts cnd Sexes, 


1 bop: yw will aet fail to purchace it, and thereby you will 
oblige 


Your Friend, 


Fra. Kirkman. 
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Books Printed for Francis Kirkman. 


The exact price of this Book ſtitch'd is 1 +. and if you like 
your penny-worth, and the SubjeR ſo well, that you are de- 
lirous of more of the ſame, the Book-ſeller can furniſh you 
with a further Colle&ion of meſt ingenious Drolls, contain- 
ing all that is here, and about twice as much more bound to- 


gether in one Volume, in Otavo; price 25. 6d, 


Books lately Printed for Francis Kirkman, 


The Famous and Deletable Hitory of Dor Belliams of 
Greece, or The Howoxr of Chivalry ; the firſt, ſecond, 'and 
third parts bound together, in Quarto; price 25. 6d. 

The Engliſh Rogne, deſcribed in the Life of Meriton La- 
tron, a Witty Extravagant; being a compleat D.ſcovery of 
the moſt eminent Cheats of both Sexes, in Otavo; price 
bound 3 5s. 

The Engliih Rogne, continued in the Lite of Meriton La- 
tro0n, and other Ex:ravagants ; coTprebending the moſt emi- 
nent Cheats of molt Trades and profeſſions, the ſecond Part, 
in Oftavo ; price bound 3s. 

The Eng/iſh Rogue, continued in the Life of Meriton La- 
troon, and other Extravagants; comprehending the moſt 
eminent Chears of both Sexes, the third part, with;the 11[u- 
Kration of PiQures to every Ghapter, in Ottavo; price 
bound 3 s. vi , 

The Engliſh Rogue, continued in the Lite of Merion La- 
treon, and other Extravagants ; comprehendiag the molt emi- 
nent Cheats of both Sexer, the fourth parr, wich the 1lluftra- 
tion of Piures to every Chapter, ii: Ottavo; price bound 


f. 

, Poor Robin's Teſts, or The Compleat Jeſter , being a Col- 
leion of ſeveral Jelts, not heretotore publiſhed, now newly 
Compoſed and Written by Poor Robin, Knight of the Barnt 
Iſland, and well willer to the Mathematicks ; the firſt, ſecond, 
and third parts, in Oktavo ; price bound 2 £, 

The #:ts, or Sport upon Sport; being a Curious GolleRion 
of ſeveral Drolls and Farces, preſented and ſhewn for the 
Merriment and Delight of Wiſe Men and the Ignorant ; as 
they have been ſundry times Afted in Publique and Private ; 
in London at Bartholomew, and in the Countrey at other Fairs, 

in 
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Books Printed for Francis Kirkman. 


451 Hills and Taverns, 0: ſeveral Mountebancks Stages at 
Charing-Croſs, Lincolns-[nn-Fields, and other places, -By 
ſeveral ſtroleing Players, Fools, and F.clers, and the-Moun- 
tzbaccks Zanies, with loud Laughter, ard creat Appleuie : 
V Vritten 1 kiow not when, by ſeveral Perions, 1 know rot 
who; but now newly Colleted by your Old Friend top!ecaſe 
«02, Fra, Kirkman, in Querto; price Ritclit 1s. Or more 
at large, in Octavo; price voune 25, 60, | 

Poems of divers fortss and three ney Plays Yidelicer, 

Tie Obſtinate Lady, A Comedy, 

Trappelin ſuppoſed a Prince, A Tragi-Comedy, . 

The Tragedy of Ovid, 1 Ottsvo; price kourd 3 s. 

Mozy's an Aſs, in Quatto; pricelinch'd 1 s, 

Nicomede, A Tragi-Comedy, Trarſla:ed out of the 
Frexch of Mr. Corneille by John Darcer, at it was Acted at 
the Theatre Royal in D#blin, together with an exat Cata- 
logue of all the Exg/if Stage-Plays Printed till the Year 1671, 
11Quarto; price ititch'd 1 5. 

The Connterfeit Lady Unveiled ; being a full account of the 
Birth, Life, oft remarkable Actors, and untimely Death 
of Mary Carletss, known by the Ne2me of the Germay 
Prizceſs, in Twelves ; price bound I *, 

Books now in the Preſs, 

The Xr/ucky Citizen Experimentally Deſcribed in the vas» 
rious Misfortures of an Ualucky Loxdoxer; Calculated for 
the Meridian of this City, but may ſerve by way of Advice to 
all the Gomonalty of Exg/and ; but more particularly to Pa- 
rents and Children, Ms(ters and Servants, Husbands and 
Wives, intermixed with ſeveral choice Novels, ſtored with 
variety of Exampler, and advice prelidert and precept, and 
Illuſtrated with ſeveral Piftures, htted to the ſeveral Stories, 
in Oftavo, price bound 3 5. 

A Conrſe of Catechiſing ; being the Marrow of all Ortho- 
dox and Practical Expoſitions upon the Church-Catechiſm 
a 1d of all controverlies upon the Church-Cuſtomes and Ob- 
ſervances, Digeſted into LI! Heads, for the L77 Syn- 
dayesin tlie Year, Uſeful for Miniſters, end their People, 
School-Maſters, and their Schoſars, Parents ard their Ghil- 
dren, Msſters and their Servants, The ©econd Impreſſion, 
with large Adcition!, end 43 ſeveral Piftuires fitted ro the 
ſeveral Occaſions, in Twelves ; price bound 4, . 
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The Black Man. 


The -ARors Names. 
Black Man. at 
Thumphin, T 
T wo Gentlemen, 
Brul(h, 
Sula, 
Enter Thumpkin and Suſan, 


T hump, S Neet Suſan remember the words I have ſaid. 
Su. Tie reſt on my Thumpkin, Viedo as 1 may, 
Thump. Then ſoon in the night I will come ro thy Bed, 
And ſpend the whole time in ſweet pleaſure and play. 
I'le chace thee. 
Suſ. Vie embrace thee, my Love and delight. 
Thumy. And ſpend the whole time in ſweet ſports of the night, 
S»ſ. But what if you afterwards ſhould me millike ; 
And not be contented to make me your Wife. 
Thump, Ne're fear, I will tand toirif I doſtrike, 
Although, S#e, it coſt poor Thumpkis his Life. 
I will love thee. 
Suſ. 1 will prove thee, who-ever ſays no. 
Thamp. Joz on then, my pretty S»ſa» ; come,Sne,let us go, 
+. Enter two Gentlemen, 
1. Gent. Y'are well over-taken, Sir ; whither ſo faſt ? 
2, Gent, H'as got him-a pretty Companion belide. 
Thump. I'm jogging hard by, Sir, 
1+ Gent, Pray make not ſuch haſte. 'Are you the Groom, 
Sir, and this your fair Bride? ; 
Thump. Why I, Sir. . > 
2. Gent. Youlye, Sir. 
Thump, What a pox mean you by this 2 26 
1, Gente Then lee, Sir, we'l fee, Sirs your Laſs with a kiſs. 
A - 


The Black Man. 


Thamp.l thought your chaps water'd : Come,Se,let us goy 

W-ave paid for our paſſage, and now we are free. 

2, Gent, Npy, ſoft, Sir, awhile, ic mult not be ſo, 

You may go it you pleaſe, but your Laſs ſtays with me. 
Thump, AJas, Sir. a 
I. Gente. No paſs, Sir, by this hand I proteſt ; 

I ſpeak now in earnelt, I mean not in Jzit, 

Thump. In Jelt, or :a Earneſt, I care not a pin ; 

*Tis not you bravado's ſhall bear her away, 

2, Gent, Now ſoft, Brother Roger,pray what doth be mean ? 
1, Gent, Perhaps in his Valour ſhew ſome bloody Fray. 

T hump. Ono,.S:r, 

2, Gent, Why ſo, Sir ? 

Thump, I mean not to fight, 

' 7, Gent, Then pack,Sir ; your backzSir ; get out of our (ight- 

| [ Exit Thumpkin. 

2, Gent. Come, Sweet-heart, look not ſo ſadly, 

All for the loſs of a Countrey Clown ; 

Prethee look merrily, ; 

Prethee look chearily, 

Caſt away cares, and ſorrow down, 

Suſ. How can I look merrily? 

Haw can I look chearily ? 

Allin the abſence of my Dear : 

I cannot look merrily, 

No, nor chearily, 

Since my true Love is not hear. 

I. Gent, Hold thee contented,thou ſhalt have thy liking ; 

We but for kindneſs put in for a ſhare ; 

Thou ſhalt get no harm by our ſtriking, 

We'l pla; fair, and ſtake fair, and play ware for ware. 

Exter Thumpkin, 
| Thump, As ye came from #al/ingham ſaw ye not my Dear ? 
_ 2. Gezt. Truly Aged Father, no; 
Thump. Yelye, ye Rogues, ſhe's here. [ Afde. 
She was as fair as fair might be, and of s comely hne, 
1. Gent, Oh, ſuch a Laſs for my money. 
Thump, More Whoring Rogue are you. [ Afide. 
2, Gent, Prethee ſweet, give me thy hand ; 
| Say, Deareſt, wilt be mine? 


I, Gent, Nay, 
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I, Gent. Nay, ſoft, my Friend, that muſt not be; 
I will not yield her thine, 
2, Gemt+ Sweet, by this Old Man ſtand thou then, 
Whilſt he and I do try 
Which ſhall bear the prize away. [ T bey fight. 
Thamp. And that I hope ſhall I, [ Aſide, 
And art thou here my own ſweet heart ? 
Suſ. Who is this I ſee? 
Thamp. 1 am thy Thumpkin Riff and Rout, 
Who hath. fool'd them bravely. 
S»ſ. Nimbly then let us be gore, 
Without all delay; 
Thump. Whilſt they are fighting for the Bone, 
I will bear the prize away. [ Exennt. 
1. Gent. But ſoft, my Friend, why do we fight ? 
$'death, where is the V Veach? 
2. Gent. This Leacherous gray-beard hath us beguil'd, 
And away hath born her hence. ; 
1+ Gent, Then let's like Lightning him purſue, 
And for this Treacherous part, 
VVe'l give the gray-beard Rogue his due, 
S'death, I am vext at heart» | Exennt, loſing the Wench, 
Enter Thumpkin and Suſan. 
T hump. Jo on, my pretty Suſas ; £ 
How lik*lt thou my device ? 
I think 1 over-reach'd the Rogues, 
And gull'd them in atrice. 
Saſ. Thy wit has got my Liberty, 
And freed me from all woe. 
- Thamp. Jog an, Jog on, my pretty Sxe ; 
Come, Suſan, let us go. 
Emer two Gentlem'n. 
1. Gent, You are well over-taken, Sir. 
I'm glad I've found you out, 
T hump. O woe is me, Owoe is me ; 
They'l hang me out of doubt. 
Look how my back-ſide rrembles, \and 
See how my buttocks quake ; 
O woe is me, O woe is me, 


VVhat Excuſe ſhall I make? 
A 3 2, Gent, None 
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2, Gent, None at all, Sir; here'spart of a Mornings pur- 
chaſe for you, get up. : 
[ T hey ſet hin 0n a fool with a ſheet abomt him, like a Ghoſt, 
x. Gent, In this ſame plight, Sir, thus diſguis's, 
A mumaing you mult go. 
Thamp. 1 never gota V Vench with Child, 
VVhy ſhould you uſe me ſo? 
1.Gent.No matter for your Wenching,Sir,ifany body come, 

Remember 'ris our will, that ſtill you anſwer all with mum. 

Thumyp, Bat how if any Body, Sir, 
Should ask me what's a Clock? 

1, Gent, Then anſwer them with mum, you Slave. 

Thump. Then they will think 1 mock. 

2+ Gent, No matter for their thinking, Sir, 
If any bedy come ; 

Remember ſtill, it is our will, 

You anſwer all with mum. 

Thamp, Mum, mum 3 S*e, Swe, mum. 

is Gert, Mum, you Slave. [ Exennt two Gentlemen, 
; Emer Bruſh, 

Braſh.Come buy a Bruſh --- Buy a Br1ſh for your Cloaths, 

To keep them from the duſt and Moths ; 

Hand(i11l 1 will not forſake, 

Lucky money I would take. 

Come buy a Bruſh, on Table-Book, will ye buy a Bruſh — 
Thaump, Mum —— | 
Bruſh, VVhat is this Id46 behold? 

All my Joynts do quake with cold ; 

*Tis the Spirit of ſome lewd Knave, 

Newly riſen from his Grave : 

And wandring from his home, doth fright: 

Thoſe that walk i'th' dead of Night. 

G:atle Spirit, tell ro ſome 

The cauſe of thy appearance —— 

Thump, Mum. 
Bruſh. 'Tis a gentle Ghoſt I ſee, 

He and I ſhall ſoon agree; 

F'le Barter all the ware [ve here 

For Bottle Ale, and double Beer. 


Come, come, come, to the next Red Lettice let us —— 
T hump, Mum. 
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Thump, Mum, ' 
Bruſh, V Vat, nothing bur mum ; Mam by your ſelf, and 
be hang'd if you will. [ Exit running, 


Thump. O wot is me, was ever Man thus crolt ? 
a this poor plight my wits {'ve almoſt loſt, 
My pretty Se 
T bid adie: : 
And here like 07e that's damb; 
In this (ad plight, 
Much like a ſpright, - 
Maſt anſwer all with mum. 
Bat 'tis no matter 
Fie turn my mum to ho, ho, ho ; 
And fright the next doth come or go.. 


Enter Black Man- 
Black, Black I do cry, s 5) 
- Will you any of me buy ? f 
Look on my Wares,: and view them well ; Cloaths I do want, 


and my money it is ſcant, and my Trade, pox on'r, is bur 
poor and bare, Bay black, buy my black Ware. Maidens 
if you will come and try your skill; I have black, buy my 
black, the beſt you e're did lack ; come, a ſwop, a ſwop ; be 
it old Boots, or Shooes, handfil not refuſe. Come buy my 
black Tinder-box ; what is't you lack ? How long ſhall { 
call and cry, e're handfil I rake : Maidens buy, buy, buy; 
but ah to me, what's this I ſee? My mirth and glee is turn'd K 


to grief. 
Thump. Ho, ho, ho, ho. : 
Black. Oh, gentle ſpright, thy ghaſtly ſight does me af- 
fright; what ſhall I do ? ———— 
bump. Man, forbear this place, « 
For none to hurt I ſeek ; 
Let not my ſhadow chace 
Thy countenance from thy cheek. 
Then Man forbear, this Garment wear, to all tharcomes or 
goes, to thy beſt $kill, perform my will, by anſwering all 
with On, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh. Who's that, Old Houſe ? 
| Black, What Th»mpkin? Old Houſe do's call me? If 1 
had been an Old Houſe thou hadſt ſhaken me to pieces e're 


this; I'm ſure the Gable end of my Houſe began to open - 
: the- 
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the Joice, But why did you fright me ſo,T humphin? 

1 bump. Ah, Old Houſe, 1 have had the wortt luck. 
D:dit chou not know my Sweet- heart ? 

Black, What, Sze, at the Church it:le? 

Thump, I1,: the ſame 3 a couple of Cony-catching Raſcals 
have ſtola her from me, 

Black, What, were they Butchers, or Rabbet-men. 

Thamp. They might be B atchers by their ſlippery tricks, 
bat I take them to be Gen:lemen, - Cony-catchers, Smell- 
ſnocks, Tear-plackets. Now, O!d Houſe, it thou wilt help 
me to get her again, thou ſhalt have her Maiden-head, it 
thou canſt get it. 

Black, Sayſt thou ſo? Well, a match if it ſtand, 

But what muſt I do? 

Thump. Way, do you take this Sheet, and do as I did, 

Black, I, but who ſhall cry my Black ? 

Thump. Why, that will 1 ; now hear. Come buy my black, 
d.licate black, who buys my black, dainty fine. white black, 
c>me buy my black. [ Exit, 

Exter Gentlemen. 
1.Gent.O ir Sentinel keeps well his ſtanding. Black, Ho,hoyho. 
| 2.Geat But has not done to our commanding. Ba, Ho,hogho, 
. T1, Gent, Wherefore did he leave his mumming ? 
Black, Ho, ho, ho. 
2.Gent,The reaſon was of our not coming. Black, Ho,hoyhe. 

I. Gent, This Houſe is haunted ſurely, Brother. 

£&3B/ack. Ho, ho, ho. 
2:Gent Ste,here comes juſt ſuch another, [ Enter Thumpkin. 
1,Gent, Brother, I think it is the Devi!” £#/ack, Ho, ho, ho. 

Black. Ho, ho, ho. 

2. Gent, He's come to plague us for our evil, 

Black. Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho. | Jamps off the Stool. 
A kind Young Man you have abuſed, fa la, fa la. 

Thomp. And in troth his Love miſ-uſed, fa la, la. 

Black, Your furious Weapons ſtraight deliver, fa, la, l:. 

Thump. See bow the Raſcals quake and quiver, fa, Iz, la, 

Both, We do, we do, here, pray Sirs, take e'm, fa, la, las 

Black, Our looks dolike an Ague ſhake e'm, fa, la, lr. 

Beth, It does, it does, pray leave your roaring, fa, lz, la. 


Thumm, Be gone, and ſay y'ave ſcapt a ſcouring, fa, la, la. 
Venus 
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Venus and Adonis, 


OR, THE 
Maid's Philoſophy. 
I——— — 
The ARors Names. 
Venus, 
Adonis, . 


Tmo Huntſ-men:; 


Enter Venus and Adonis. 
Venus, Pons, wilt thou now from me be gone? 
And leave me here to mourn and ligh alone ? 
Regards thou not the flower of my Youth : 
Which of my tender Love thaſt had ſuch proof? 
Thou captivated haſt long ſince my heart, 
And wile thou now unkindly from me patt? 
O, do not go, rhe dangers very Breat ; 
Thy Death I much do tear i will create. 
Adonis, Fair Nymph, leave off toſigh for me; 
A quick return le make to thee, | 
No dangers in theſe Huntings are, 
Therefore from grief I pray forbear :- ' 
VVi{{t I am gone take thou my heart; 
VVuichis of me the berter part, 
Then Deareit t1gh no more in vain, Fes 
For | ſhall ſoon be back again ; On 
And with ſuch Joys my Queen I'le Crown, *- - 
As ſhall unto the V Voods reſound. 


Venns, Since 
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Venus and Adonis, 


Venus, Sipce you will go, proiperity 
Attend you to Eternity. 
Ado. The like to you, dear Saint, I wiſh, 
V Vith all che happineſs and bliſs 
The gods can give, a while farewel!, 
VVhen next xe meet all will be wel/. 
Venns, Farewell, [ Exennte 
Enter Adonis Hanting, and wounded. 
Ado. Al, what a ſad unfortunate Man was I, 
Not to obſerve the tears of her fair Eye. 
Her ſweet perſwalions not to have me go, 
Still to her ſuit I ever avſwer'd no, 
And yer, grim Death, it isnot thee I fear ; 
For her alone is all my grief and csre, 
Adiev, fair YVenxs, adieu to thee a while, 
Our future Joys will make us both to ſmile. 
Enter Venus ſeeing Adonis dead. 
Venus kneeling. A me, that*ece I liv'd to ſee thy death, 
A woe is me. | 
What cruel Fate brought this fight hither ? 
Why did not we dye both together ? 
How ſad and unhappy is my Fate, 
Thus to be made unfortunate ? 
Farewell unto my deareſt Love, 
Untill that we do meet above. 
Enter two Huntſ-men. 
1. Hunt. Ha, who is't that on yon place doth lye, 
That is ſo Rain'd with a vermilion dye ? 
2. Hunt, 1 know not truly, let us thither go. 
E 1. Hunt. With all my heart, that we the truth may know. 
[ Going toward; him, 
Ala*, we only thought towound the Hart, 
But now I ſee Adonis bears the ſmart. 
Let's bear him hence; and ſpeedily return, 
And ſafe condu@ him to-his peaceful Urn. 


». "WM. . 
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Phuleris and Conſtanria, 


— —— _ 


The Actors Names: 
Philetts. In Love with Conſtantia. 
Philocritns, Brother to Conſtantia, 
Gutſcards, Rival to Phulerrs. 
An Old Many, Father to Conſtantia, 
C onſtantia. Silter to Philecritns, 
Enter Philetic. 


Philetss, ' Cupid, thou whoſe uncontrouled (way 
Do all Celeftial Deities obey. 

O force Conſtantia's heart to yield to Love, 

Of all thy works thy Maſter-piece *twill prove : 

O kindle flames in her like thoſe in me, 

And grant that I her Beauty now may ſee: 

And view thoſe Eyes that with their glorious light 

Do only give contentment to my light. 

Juſt like a Ship, whilſt every Mountain Wave 

Threatens the Marringg, with a gaping Grave ; 

Such is my caſe as doth ny ſtats appear, 

Oc like diſtracted between hope and fear. 

Now to the Woods Ile go, and there complain ; : 

No comfort can I have to eaſe my pair. [ Exit, 


Enter Conſtantia. 
Co», To whom ſhall I my ſorrows ſhow ? 
Not to Love, for he is blind, and my Ph:letis doth not know 


The inward ſorraws of my-mind, and all theſe ſenflefs Walls 
that are round about me cannot hear. [ Exit, 


E vey 


B 


Philetis and Conſtantia. 


Exter Philocritns, Cooſtantia*s Brother, 


Philocri, The Cryſtal Brooks which gently run between 
The ſhadowing Trees, and keep the Meadows green, 
To hear Philerss tell his woful ſtate, | 
In ſhew of grief run marmuring t his Fate. 
His cauſe of ſadneſs I intend to know, 
Since unto him ſuch Friendſhip I do owe. 
Who leaves to guide the Ship whilft ſtorms ariſe 
Is guilty both of ſin and Cowardize. 
Behind ſome Tree I here my ſelf will hide, 
Perhaps I may remain by him unſpy'd. | Exit 


Ezter Philetis. 


Philet. Long have I ſaid, and yet haveno relief, 
Becauſe ſhe knows not of my killing grief: 
Long have I Lov'd, yet haveno favour ſhown, 
Becauſe I fear to make my ſorrows known, 
For why, alas, ſhould ſhe but once dart 
At me diſdain, would kill. my ſubje& heart : 
But he who hath all ſorrows born before, 
Need not to fear to be oppreft with more. 


Emter Philocritus from behind the Tree, 


Phulecri, No longer now ( my Friend) I can forbear , 

My dear Pbiletis, by thy ſelf Ple ſwear | 

To rule this paſſion, if it may not be, 

Give to thy Love but Eyes, that it may ſee. 

Philet. Amazement ſtrikes me dumb; what fball I do? 

Shall I reveal, or yet deny to ſhow : 

If I reveal my Love, 1 fear 'twill prove 

A let, if not, it may his Anger move, 

Theſe doubts like Scy//a and Charbd:s ſtand, 

Whilſt Cp:d, a blind Pilot, doth command, 

But now I am reſolv'd, my dear Phrlocritas, 

Yet cenſure not, bur give me leave to eaſe 

my caſe with words, my grief you ſhould have known e're 
this, 


Philetis aud Conſtantia, 


this, if that my heart had been my own ; I amall Love, my 
heart is all on fire, which kindles in my breaſt a lame, 
Deſire no Phylick can re-cure my weak Eſtate ; 
My Wound is grown too great, too deſperate. 
Philoeri, Yet there is no Phyſician can apply 
The Med'cine e're he know the Malady. 
Philet. Yer be whoacquainteth @ghers with his moan, 
Adds to his Friend grief, but cureth not his own. 
Philoers, That burden may be born with ewo with care, 
Which is, perhaps, too great for one to bear, 
ſhould mitiruſt your Love, to hide from me 
Your thoughts, and tax you with inconſtancy, 
Philet, To ſport with catching ſnares, which Love hath ſet, 
Like a poot flye caught in Arachnes Net : 
So have I ſported with her beaureous light, 
Till I at laſt grew blind with too much (1ght. 
That ſo hath toucht my Love-fick Soul, that I 
Shall live in torment, though each minute dye. 
Philecri. Who is't, Philetes, that doth thee ſo move ? 
I may, perhaps, affiſt you in your Love, 
My councel thus the error may reclaim, 
Or my ſalt tears quench thy anoying flame. 
Philet. Like e/Zgypt's Nilus, fo my Eyes do flow, 
Yet all the watry Planets I beſtow 
Is to my flaines annoy like Dodens: Spring: 
That lights the Torch the which is put therein. 
Yet ſhe is call'd Coxſtantie, rears the beſt 
Expreſſors of true ſorrow ſpeak the reſt. 
Philecri. And is this all, what e're your grief will eaſe, 
It fhall be ſoon done by Philocrites, | 
Think all you wiſh perform'd, but ſee the day, 
Tir'd with his heet, is haftning now away. [ Exeunt, 


 Emter Phileris avd Contantia, | 
Phi. kpreling Faireft of all whom the bright beams do cover, 
Danat the ſighs of a ſubmiffive Lover, 


Do not theſe tears, theſe ſpeaking tears deſpi 
RAE weed ie the 
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Philetis. and,Conftantia. 

And do not you condeann that ardent fizine 
That from your ſelf, from your own Bza:icy came : 
And {ince it onely in your power doth lye 
To kill or (ave, O help, or elſe I dye. 

Conſtant. 1 for your pain am griezed, and woald do, 
My Honour ſav'd, what e're may pleaſure you. 
Bat if beyond thoſe l:mits you demand, 
{ graft not anſwer, neithEr underſtand. 

Philet.. Believe me ( Maiden) chafte is my deſire, 
As is thy thoughts, .'ctis no diſhonet fire : 
But as thy Beauty pure, which let rot be 
Eclipſed by diſdain and Crueltys 

Coſt, Ah, how ſhall I reply, my Dear, th'aſt won 
My Love, and eke my heart y'ave overcome. 
And if I Could deny thy Love, thenI . 
Should prove a Tyrant to my ſelf and dye-: 
Impute it rather to my ardent Love, 
And thy ſweet Beauty which did me ſo move. 
Thoſe. Eyes that drew like Load-flones with their might 
The hardeſt heart one mind to leave me quite, 

Philet. On, my Soul already feels the bliſs of Heaven, and 
may I loſe all happineſs, 
If once my thoughts ecetaxtheee're 1'm dead, 
May the juſt gods pour vengeance on my head. 

Enter Old Father, —_ his Danghter by the hand. 

Fath, Such bold Intruders hence I do deny, 
Into my Houſe without my Liberty ; 
Therefore depart, I charge you to forbear 
My Daughters preſence bere or any where. 

Philet. Nay, good Sir. 

Fath. Not at all, Sir. 

Conſt. Farewell, my Love, kereafter wiſhto meet. 
'As I do in one Tomb, one Winding-ſheet. { Exennt omnes. 

Enter Philetis a»d Conſtantia. 

Philet, Since now, my Dear, propitious is the time 
T' enjoy our Love, let us not then relign 
Up what we wiſh, for Opportunity 
May ſoon the wings of Love out-flye : 
Who lets ſlip Fortune, he ſhall ſeldome find, 
Occaſion once paſt by is bald behind : 


For 
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Philetis and Conſtantia. 
For when your Father ſhall purſue the Hare, 
If you'l be ready, 1 will meet you there 
Thence we'l depart with ſatery, and no more 
With Dreams of pleaſure, only heal our ſore. 
Conſt, Now 1 am wrapt in Joy, fince you have found 
A way to eale the tormeats of our wounded. 
Philet. Fairelt, let's take an happy parting kiſs, 

Suſpition hinders Loves immediate Bliſ+. - [ Exennt, 
Running over the Stage a Hunting, Puiletis lyes in ambuſh 
and catcheth Conſtantia ; Guiicardo, Philetis his R;- 

val, fixding biz, runs him through the Body. 
Phil:t. On,ice, Conſtantia, my ſhort Race is run, 
But live more happy then thy Love hath done. 
See how my Blood the thirſty ground doth Uye, 
A1d when I'm dead, then think ſometimes on me - 
Mourn my ſhorc time permits me not to tell, 
For Death now ſeiz-th me ; my Dear, farewell. 
Guiſcardo rakes Conſtantia by the hand © 
Queſtion not my intents, nor fill the Wood 
With clamours loud, Ile dowhat's for your good : 
You need not in contempt have thrown your heart 
On poor Phrletis here, you-knew my ſmart... 4 
Thus wrong my mind with ſudden anger fill : 
And thus my Ative hand your Minion kill. 
Other affrones with patience I have born; 


Revenges cauſes, or immediate ſcorn. : 
Emer Philocritus with « draws Sword, runs Guiſcardothrowgh, 


Philocri, Nay Ray, Guiſcards, think not Heavens in jett, 
This Sword I'le ſheath into thy Villains Breaſt; 
"Tis vain-to hope flight can ſecure thy fr ite; 
I'm ſent by Feve for to Revenge his Fate. 
Thus, Villain, Traytor, thus thy Life I'le ſend 
A Sacrifice appeaſe my ſlaughter'd Friend. 
Guiſcardo, Thus Ile reward thee for thy Viaory? 
[ Runs Philocritus through. 
Philo, Farewell, Conflantia, for I now mult dye. 
Conſt, My dear Philocritxs, pray hear my cry : 


Speak to thy Siſter, Yet no voice reply. 
1 Che rmns to Philocritus, ard kneels by him z, and 


then ſtarts up, and runs to Praletis, 4nd ks on 
a 


[ Dyer. 


'Philetis ond Conſtanfi{a. 
Oh Ray, blett Soul, tay bur a lintle here, 
Whilit I have time to Conquer ſudden 
Then to Ekzian Manſion both together 
We' Journey, and be Married there for ever; 

_ { She takes bins by the bard - 
Oh, my Pheleris, for thy ſake will I 
Make up a full and Y. 
I'e follow thee, and not thy lob deſplore, 
Theſe Eyes that ſaw thee kill'd, hall ſee no more. 

we” [ She takes wp bis Sword and falls upon it, 
Oh, wy Pheletir, now receive my Breath, Staggering. 
That flies to thee on the pale wings of Death. Dyes, 


King Ahoſerasand Queen 
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King Ahaſuerus and Queen Eſther, 


King. Call Hawas forth : The Queen doth us invite 
Part of a __—_ to partake this Night, _ {| Exter Hamar» 
Therefote be lure you fail not to be there; . & + 
Me-thinks 1 long ta taſte of Eftber's Cheer. [ Exenut. 
Huaman ſolus. Thus doll ſeek to parchece my regerd3 
And from my hand receive their due reward ; 
Yet Mordecas ( proud Fool) he wont obey, 
Derides his power, though Hamas bears the ſway. 
Therefore I'le not be quiet till I ſee 
Proud Mordeca: exalted on a Tree. 
Fle to the King, who will not me _ 
Then raiſe a Gallows fifty Cubis high. 
Enter King and Queer, 
King. Now ſpeak, my Queen, what is't of me you crave? 
Ak freely, and 1 ſwear that you ſhall have 
Your full demand; I will relign 
Up half this Kingdom, if you will, 'tis thine. 
Queen, Itis my Life ( great Sir) that I do crave, 
And that my Peoples Lives you alſo ſave. 
Had we been ſold for Slaves, I'd held my Tongue, 
And patiently would have endur'd the wrong, 
But to be threatned every day with Death 
Is warſe then Death it ſelf 
King, Whois the Man? Te tnake him ever rue, 
Who durſt attempt ſuch cruel things todo : 
For as I'm King, I'm bound to do you good ; 
And in your juſt defence Ile ſpend my Blood. 
Queen, Hamar's the Man, who in # little ſpace 
Threatens DeſtruQion tothe Few» Race : 
Oh, wicked man, he don't deſerve to live, 
The ſofteſt heart can him no pity give. 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. Moſt mighty King, by Hamans Houſe hard by 
There itands a Gallows fifty Cubits high, 
Made for to Hang poor Mordeca: the Jew, 
Who ever has been faithful unto you, 
King. Hang him thereon, let this Recorded be 
To future Ages, as an At from me. 
Thus let imperious Hanan be repaid, 


And fall i'th* ſoares which be for others laid, [ wr 
ng 


We 
King Solomon's Yiſdom. 
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The Ators Names, | 


King Solomon. 
Two Harlots. 
Execmioner, 


Emter King Solomon Solus, 


was | Am but Young, and in my tender Years, 

A Which over-whelms my heart with grief 8 fears 
How ſhall / /ſrae/ Rule, that is ſo great ? 

Now / am plac'd upon my Fathers ſeat, 

Heaven's grant me Wiſdpm, and / ſhall poſſeſs 

Both Honour, Wealth, Long Life, and Happineſs. 

Where Wiſdom goes before; we alwayes find 

That temp'ral Bleſſings ſeldom ſtay behind, 


Exter two Havrlots, 


1. Harl, Juſtice, my Liege, an Accident befel, 

None can decide but King of /ſrae/ : 

We two together in one Houſe did Live, 

And God to me a young Man-Child did give. 

Some three dayes after, this ſame ſhameleſs Mother 

Was brought to Bed, deliver'd of another. 

She in the Night-time did her Child or'e-lay, 

And from my lide my Infant itole away. 

When all was dark ſhe from ny Room did take 

My pretty Babe before that I could wake 

And laid her dead Child in che room, but I 

Awaking, to her with her Child did flye, 

And taxt her with the Theft, but ſhe deny'd it ; 

Therefore, my gracious Liege, do you decide ir. 
| 2, Harl, Here's 


King Solomon's Wiſdom, 


*',. Harl, Here's not one word of truth this Woman ſaids 
For my Child was the Living, bers the Dead, 
King, Wonders on every (ide my Soul ſalute , 
When ſ d ſpeak, diſtraRion ſtrike me mute, 
he chat can this difference end ? 
w lofant both theſe Dames contend, 
This by her tears to be her due averrs, 
And to'thers impudence proclaims it hers, 
Come, Executioner, divide the breach ; 
Rip up rhe Cuild, and give one half to each, 
Execut. Fihall forthwith, 
1, Harl, Farbear, great King, 1'd rather you would have 
My Life a Sacrifice ; My Iatant fave, 
2. Harl, Let it be parted, King, and ſplit a hare, 
You, Executioner, I'le have my ſhare, 
K::g. Naw I have found where truth doth moſt abide; 
"Ti; in her hearty ſorrow, not thy Pride : 
Tia couldit not ſach a ſhameful Mother.be 
To ſee the Babe lain in it's Infancy. 
Take thou the Child, and theſe ſad thoughts deſtroy ; 
Let former griefs give placeto future Joy. 


oy 


| Diphilo and Granida. = 


The Acors Names, 


D:phils, A Sucpherd, | 
Gramda, A Sheplierdels, Ef: 1; 
E*ter Diphilo 4 Shepherd, 


Diph, FF Once? 4 Saepherd was upon the p'g Ns, 

[ Courting my Shepherdeſs among the Swains, 
But now that Courtly Life I bid adien, 
And here a melaiicholy Life purſue, 
This ſhade”; my covering, this bank my bed 
Theſe flowers my Pillow, m_ lay my head, 


.\T 


2 Diphilo and Granida. 


My Food the Fruit waich grows about the Field ; 
My Drink thoſe tears my Eyes with ſorrows yield, 
Though I was once a Shepherd Princely Born, 
Yet now I take this courie,and Live forlorc+| Eſpies Granida, 
But ha, what's here ? What ſhining Beauty's this ? 
Which equally defires my ſhady bliſs, 
Gr», I'm loft in this dark Wilderneſs of care, 
Where I find nothing to prevent deſpair, 
No harmleſs Damſel wandring, no, nor Man : 
I am afraid I ſhai*r be found again, 
I am ſo thirſty, that I ſcarce can ſpeak. 
Diph. Can ſhe grieve thus,and not my heart-ſtrings break ? 
Miracle of Beauty, tor you are no leſs ; 
Water is waiting on ſuch happineſs, 
It is as clear as Cryſtal, and as pure, 
Gran. O bleſs me, Heavens, are you a Chriſtian ſure > 
Diph, Madam, I am no lefs, pray quench your thirſt, 
Gras, Kind Sir, I will, but let me thank you firſt, [ Drizks, 
Indeed *cis good, but you mult better be, 
In being ſo cour teous, as to give it me. 
D;ph, Praiſe it not, ſweeteſt Madam, for you know 
Oa common Creatures this we oft beſtow ; 
It I had any worthy thing call'd mine, 
I ſhould be proud to offer't to your Shrine, 
Gran. Thou hait enough, for Love hath ſhot his Dart, 
And to thy Weeds Ile yield my Princely heart. 
D:ph. Your Beauty, Princeſs, I confeſs it ms y 
Ghallenge an Empire, or a greater (ray ; 
Mach more then is my worth, yet ſo much here 
I am far more than what I do appezr, 
Gran, Wuat ee thou art, behev*r, Ile not repine ; 
I5 1 am any thing, I'm ſurely thine. 
D:zþ.Then Heav't receive my Vows,the Palms ſhall move 
When {'m incoiſtant, or exc1ange My Love, 
Nay. it / wx bur cold i my celire, 
Think Heaven hath motio': lefr, and beat the fire. 
And to clole ai, rake his ; / love ſo true, | Gives her , King, 
By H:av'a / {wear to !ove no.:4 ele bur you, 
Gr, Then | 4C 0: torw::d ro ny Fathers Court, 
We'l grace out Nuprtials with ſome Princely ſport, 
V i:tſhire 


c 


3 
WILTSHIRETOM 


An Entertainment at Court. 


The Actors Names, 
Kher, 
Tow. A Witlſhire Mar. 
Mr. Edward, A Courtier, 
Madge, A Countrey Wench, 
Ruchard, 
De!l. 
Wilkin, A Shepherd. 
Lucinda A Shepherdeſs. 


As ſoon as the Quten had t akgn her place, a Gentleman-Uſher 
anding at the entrance of the Scene with a black, Calet on 
his Bad, and a Beard of the ſane Colony on his Chin. 

beftirring his ſtaff much, and his tonghe more, 

% ſazes thus, 

{fher. C rand by, there! Make place, bear back, bear 
a 4 it ſelf to the fight ſe 
The next thing that off :r'd it [elf tot W 1s 4 pleaſant 
Countrey, oke moſt part Champain, yo ps if- 
ſned the Conmrey Fellows, and firſt, Tom, 
ſpeaking to the Gemtleman-Kſber, 
Tom. By your leave, Mr, Jantleman, 
&/h, Now, Sir, whare would you gang ? 
Tow, Where is the Queen, chud ſpoke with rhe Queen? 
#/b. Gang away, and be honged you Carle, you ipeak 
with the Queen, 
Tom having diſcover'd Mr. Edward, 4 Conrtier,ftanding 
near the Queen, as looking on, calls to him. 
Tow. OMr. Tedward, Mr. Tedward. 
Mr, Ed, How now, Tom, what's the matter ? 
Tom, Good Mr. Tedward, Help me to ſpoke with the 


Qaeen, 
B 2 Mr. Ed, With 
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Wiltſhire Tom, 


Mr. Ed. With the Q 1een, Tom, why with the Queen? 

Tom. Chave a Pceſence for Her. 

Mr, Ed, Thou doſt not mean thine own, Tow, ſhe can 
hardly ſee a worſe. 

Tom. Chave a Million for her. 

Mr. Ed. A Million, Tom, that were a Preſent for a Qieen 
indeed. Let him come in, but who haſt thou there to help 
thee to bring it ? 

Tow. Chad not thought you had been zicke a voole, 
Mr. Yedward, -as if { were not ſuffocient to bring a Million 
my zell. Yes, though it were as big as a Pompeor. 

Mr. Ed. O, your (imile has made me underſtand you, but 
what great hopes are we faln from by this time, from ten hun- 
dred thouſand pounds, to ten groats at the moſt» Well, thou 
woot deliver it { ſee; look about thee now, throw thy Eyes 
every way, and think which is the Queen. | 

Tom, Why, thonke you, Mr, Tedward, this gay Woman 
ſhud be ſhe by her reparrel, 

Mc, Ed, Away, you Als. 

Doſt thou not ſee a Light out-ſhine the reſt ? 

Two Stars that ſparkle in a milky way, 

D:;mming the ſhine of Ariadnes Crown, F 
Or Beremces hair, and ſo ſerene, 

Their infl1ence ſpeak peace unto a Kingdom, 

But thy dull Eyes dazle at ſuch a lure ; 

Give methy Preſent, 

Tom, Loft and vair, Mr. Tedward, two words to a bar- 
gain. Chilnot take all the pair, and loſe the thonke too. 
Chave no skill of your vine words, or your Poultry, as they 
call it. Chave waſht mine eyne enough: and che think this 
to be the vaireſt Woman in the Company. Chill give it her 
at a venture; Maſtriſs Queer, my Maſter, for valt of a bet- 
ter preſence has ſent you here a Million —— O 'cis here now, 
chud not be ſuch an arrant Aſs che warrant you, as when che 
was here laſt, che buſs'r Madge with my basket on my ſhoul - 
der for o11ce. Chil not truſt theſe Court-nols no further then 
che can zeeu'm, —— How like you it, vorzooth, me-think 
it is but vooliſh meat, O a Pumpion bak'd in the Oven, as 
Aadge will handle it, were meat for a Queen indeed, nay, 
as £ood as any Counteze in Curſendome cud wuſh, 


Mr. Ed. Well, 
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Mr, Ed, Veil, Sir, liace you have red2em'd your credit, 
trouble her Majeſty no more. Be gone. 


ATV olis plays, at which Tom leoks abont, as one amaxz,d, 


Tow, What, a Munſtrel! This is aumoſt as good as a Paip 
i'faith, Good Mr. Tedward, it you have any bulineſs, go 
aboift it, for mine own part che mean to make Holy-day to 
day, don't zee chave my Holy-day reparrel on, and Madge 
has hers on too, O for D-/!, and Knchard now; had they 
but thought of a Munſtrel, the Headborough ſhud not he- 
kept them a whume, nor their Lafles neither, 


Madge from within, 
Ma. O, ſee where our T homac is ; T howas, Thomas, ſhall 


we come 1n ? 
Tom, Who calls Thomas, Whoop : Mare, and Richard, 


and Garv.[c. - -—— Pray good Mizitris Q_een, ſpoke to 
the man with the »>road ſpeeci to let ro: & her vellows in, 
ſhall zeehow fie we'l voote it, and when che come nexc,chill- 
bring you z ck 8 Cabbege ſhall be worth ten Millions. You 
man With the b[»cx diſh on your head ! Madge and her vel- 
lowes mult come inz zo they mult. Come in, Madge, come ' 
in, R#chard, Now goodman Munftrel as thou loveſt Ale ftrike 
up, dolt hyre, man, play me W1/tſhire T oms delight, and chill 
zo wet thoſe whiskers of thine in nappy Ale, and beſides chill 
gather groats a piece of all the company, it thou wert a pai--+ 
per ſhud be worth (ix pence a piece to thee : hold, Ruchard, 
let De/! ſerve you, take Fugg, Gervaſe,and chill ha Madge for: 
my zel!, and hay tor our Town; 


Th: Country davce, 


Richard offers to kiſs Madge in the dance. 
Tom, flands off, Rwuchard, chill talk with you by ad by. - 


T be dance ended, 
Tow, Vellow, 0 


b Wiltfhire Tom, 


Tem. Vellow, che tell thee, chill not put this up. Zdag- 
gers death, buſs Madge vore my vace? 

Race. Why ſhud not buſs Adadge, chave as much right to 
her as your 2ell, you can ſpoke with a better grace che conteſs 
then my zell, youd be loth though to play at waiters wicu me 
for her,chud zo veize your gambrel:. 

Dell, Nay,g00d Richard let T homas alone, T hoymas is not 
ſo tall a man of his hands as your ſelf, &:chard. 

Ma, 1,but Themar is a man of good parts though, Dorethy ; 


he can zing and paipegand dance with the beſt in our hungred, 


and for a voote, and a legg at end outzis Richard comparable 
think you ? 

Tom. Well (aid for thine own, Madge. 

Ma 1 tell you, Dorothy, with reverence to the company, 
Thomas Can read and write his own name, and for aneed can 
help the high Conſtable to write his. He is s learn'd man, 
And what can &:cbard do, play a little at waſters, and make 
the blood ( God bleſs us ) run abount his vellowes eares at a 
Wake, but turn him to ſpeak to one of us, he cant ſay bogh to 
a Gooſe, 

Ric. Cont 1 20? Che can do though, an't were not for 
making the Company agaſt, chud ſo job you and your Sweet- 
hearts nolls together, zo che wad. 

Do//. How, Richard, ſtrike a Maid, &:cha'd, 1 hope when 
we are Married you won't ſtrike me, #:chard. 

Ric, Che cont tell whare youle gi'me cauſe, cham as likely 
as NO. 

De/l. If you do,4"le find ſome body to ſtrike in your place, 
Richard, 

Ma, And truly Dorothy ſo my Dame does,if her good-man 
fall out with her, ſhe has a Friend in a corner, to fall in with 
her preſently. 

Tom. |, and reaſon good, Madge, one Houſe would never 
hold rem eiſe. Come, Madge, before this Company, ſhall's 
niake a match? 

Ma, Fie, Thar, yourever askt me the queſtion, 

Tom, Why, don't I now? 

AMa, 1, tn: you ſhud ha done that before now in private, 
. Thomas, 


Tom, No 
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Wiltſhire Tom. 

Tom, No matter, Madge, we have burlt gold together, 
which is all one, 

* Ma, lndeed and zo it is,but you that are ſo good a ſpokes- 
man, Thomas, ſhud haventtered your mind betore now,mulſt 
I gueſs by your looks think you ? 

Tom, Why, what ſhud zay? if thoult ha'me, chill have 
thee, Madge ; what ſhuds make many words of nothing, buſs, 
and che match is made. Rschard, grime thy viſt. Take Do// 
Madge; and all Friends. Here's my hand, &K»chere, chill 
take thy part againſt this Town and the next, 

Rich. And thou zaift zo, chill take thine, and chill ſo veeze 
the Taylor of Amburies Coat at the next Wake, 


Here enters a Shepherd clad in a Coat of freeze, and a Shepher- 
deſs in the like manner, habited with bread Hats on their 
Heads, aud Hooks in their Hands : To theſe 
Tom ſpeaks, 


Tom, OWwilkis, you come a day after the vaire, ſhud ha 
come zoviier, Man, Welcome, Man!, Maſtrifs Queen, you 
don'c know who this Wilkin, or who this Aarl TR cliull tell 
you, Theſe twain were vengeance in: Love one with oth er, 2s 
might be ny z2ll and fadge tor all the World. Maxl here 
had « very peltileace woman to her Mother, as might be 
Madge: Dame, you know, Madge, your Dame is a very veirec 


WOm 1, | 
Mae, Yes traly Thimas, that ſhe is, as any in Wilt: e, 


tho.oh 1 fo vr, 

T-m N24, tha: Mother being 1 peſtilence woman, a: I ſed 
before, 0» by no Teas polhioie that thefe twain, loving 
wre: ©. @:, {hit 5c Da'tand rw fc cogerher, Cai;(e Wilkin 11d 
No ZTE EE: a VOUZ Att, VOr tat Mother was damiation 
: Yer oc all tar, Marnll reg a parious Wenc'', as 


Cove! 

you 26%, it» bt Morher, a d clapttpihe Match: ve- 

tet iy hn MIO OT net ar wh, rritot it as you are, Now, 

all ric 1? Mons wly (Þþ-th:d belediiitos vooles Pas 

Tadice 0 fin, YO! 2-8 tiers cette minplace be a proper as 
»1r when all came to all, ſhe z:d ſhe was 


Þhi i ag v ry 
lei aws y/ win fig dh no VO'7Z wh, N Wo, fo Ziy rroch, he 
| SU 1.5 LE Nothing, coinpara. le io the Mu firel, 


Zngt Wwe. 's 251 
that 


3 Wiltſhire Tom, 
that zang the zong of Short-coat,when you were here laſt; vor 
all that, you ſhali hear him zing a bomination vyne zong of his 
love to Mall. Z'ng, (kin, we'le get leave to ſtay 20 long, 
Whar,che think thou wants a Viddle,chill vetch thee a Viddle, 
mar;'t there be a Vicdle in the Houſe. 

He goes 1n, and bring: out a Theorbo, 


Che can borrow co Viddle but this, and here's one aumoſt as 


long as a May-pole ; prithee make zhift for orce. 
The Shepher d takss the Theorbo and ſings, 


THE SONG. Shepherd. Lucinda, 
Sh, [ D wot.you once, Lucinga, vow | 
D You would Love none but me? 
Lu, 1, but my Mother tels me now 
I muſt love wealth, wt thee, 
Sh, *T1s not my tault my Sheep are lean, 
Or that they are ſs few, 
Lu, Nor mize, 1 cannot love ſo mean, 
So poor athing as you. 
Sh, Cruel! ; thy Love 1s 1n thy power, 
Tort Mne bs nor in mine, 


Lu. B8u«t Sheph:rd think how great my dowre 


[s in reſpett of thine, 
Sh, Ahme) Lu. Abme! Sh, Mock youmy prief * 
Lu. I pity thy hard Fate, 


Sh, Pity for Love 1s poor relief, 
7 I'd 4 1 Her bate. 
Lu. Put Irmnaſt Lovethee, Sh. No, Lv. Believe, 
Fle ſeal it with a kiſs, 
And give thee no more cauſe to grieve, 
Then what thou find'ſt in this. 
Sh, Lu.Be witneſs then you powers above, 
Ard by theſe holy bands, 
Let it appear that trurſt Love 
Grows not from wealth, or Laxds. 
After the Song, 
Tho: Well,we'i take our leaves for this time,when you have 
a mind to More of this, tell bat Mr, Tedward, and we'l come at 
8 whiſtle, 


OENONE, 
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The Names of the Perſons, 


Ami . ; 
pon mg Two Shepherds in Love with Oenoxe, 


Strephon JT wo other Shepherds, 
Dorgs 


HobbinallC A Ruſtick Swain, conceited that 
God Pan.) Otnont is enamored of him. 


Satyrs, 

Punch, 
Ocnone. 
Amarillis, 
Cloris. 
Phillis. 
Margery. 


——— —_— 
—_—_— 


- 


E nter Dorilas, as coming to the place where Oenones 
Birth-day is to be Celtbrated, 


Dorilas, 
Gyn is the place, the way me-thought was long,  ; 
And my ſlow pace did my affeftion wrong. 
For who is he that would not wing his haſt, 
When by Ocxone : eyes he ſhall be grac'd? 
Molt potent Shepherdeſs who haſt power t*enthrall 
Not only my poor heart alone, but all. : 
For every one that reigns here, frives to be 
Rather her captive, thea at liberty. 
Her eyes do perfectly two Suns preſent, 
And yet but one graces the Firmament - 
The colour of her lips doth juſtly ſhow 
Like that of Cherries when Ar. kindly grow 3 be 
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Arid ſachs form rbey have, they may engice 
Tothink ſuch only grew in Paradice, 

The Lambs ure fatter that by her do feed, 

And all her Ewes'more frequently do breed 

Then any Shepherds, and-do yield each yesr 

A larger fleece then any others bear ; 

As if ſhe brought a miracle to paſs, 

And fed them with her looks more then the graſs. 
If then ſhe will ( whea other Shepherds ſtand 

To beg a favour from her eyes or hand ) 

Eſteem me moſt, my poor heart then will be 
Taught the true ſenſe of a felicity, 

But ſoft, —— me-thinks from yonder grove I hear 
Voyces that are familiar tomy ear, 

Yle not gotothem; for Love ſays my duty 


Is to attend none but Oe»ore's beauty. [ Exit, 
A Dialogue ſung between Dorus the Shepherd, 
and Cloris the Shepherdeſs. 
Clorzs, 


"4 Oa have forgot then ( Dorss) your proteſt, 
Dor, No, I have not, my Clorz2, 'tis confeſt, 
Cor, But yet I ſaw you ſlide 
A Garland neatly ty'd 
Into Urania's hand ; let it ſuffice, 
Though Love be blind, Lovers have many eyes. 
Dor. Will you ya ſo ſtrangely full of paſſion ? 
Cler, I have cauſe to fear difſembled love's in faſhior. 
Dor. Then why did you, I pray, 
With Strephon ſport and play ? 
You kiſt and danc'd, till day was paſt its prime, 
And all the while my heart did beat the time. 
Clor. May I not dance, or barmleſly be kiſt > 
Dor, Sol may chance give garlands if I liſt, 
Cler, Bat when you are ſo tree, 
Me-thinks you Real from me, 
For every Lover will this Text approve, 
There's charity in all things but in Love, 
Dor, That 
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Dor. That day the ſtorm fell tobettrue you ſwore. 
Clor. When the Sun ſhin'd againg you vow'd much more. 
Dor. Thoſe faithful vows I made, 
were by your ſelf betraid - 
For I have learn'd-to know it is my due, 
To be no conſtanter in love than you. 


Chorss, 


Then jealouſirs be gout, and keep my ſheep, 

Left that the Wol oma make chers nm ſmall, 
But of my love nothing command ſhall keep, 

But Cloris will, avd Cloris will is all, 


Enter Amintas 4»d Dorilas, 


Amint. Shepherd, thy love is moſt unnatural : 


' For Nature does command friendſh = obſervance, 


[ 
But by the fond deſires thy heart is fil'd with, | h 
Thou prov'ſt thy ſelf ungrateful. 

Dor, That Charater was never coveted, 

Nor muſt I wrong my innocence ſo much, 

Not to demand a reaſonof this flander. 

Ami», I will produce the truth thou wou!dſt profeſs, 

A witneſs *gainſt thy ſelf : How oft haye 1 
With care and induſtry preſerv'd thy Flock ? 

And when thy tender Lambs have been in danger, 
How many times have I oppos'd the Wolf, 
And made my ſtrength detender of their weakneſs ? 

And when thy ſelf haſt followed idle paſtimes, 

Thy Flocks and mine have ſtill been twin'd together, 
Till by my vigilance I have inftruted 
The enemies toShepherds and their Flocks. 

They were to fear me, as thy ſheep did them. 

Nor have I had a thought ( except theſe dear ones 
That have been bulied by Oenoxe's vertues) 

Which has not ſtill paid tribute to thy friendſhip. 

Dor. You then would have prerogative in love, 

And leave no priviledge to me tw friendſhip, 


If you allow Oenone vertuous, 
C 2 And 
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And that her eyes have power to pierce all hearts, 
Why ſhould the man which you will call a friend, 
Be baniſht from the blelt ſociety 
Of thoſe who are her ſervants? 'Twere a crime - 
Againſt her beauty to believe ſhe ſhould 
Merit but one mans ſervice ; he which reigns here, 
] k1ow mult love, and that neceffity 
Makes rivals neceflary. 

Streph, Tis a truth 
I muſt acknowledge, pardon me, my friend, 
I find the Nymph Oenoxe ts too worthy ; 
Yet her perfeCtions ( were they centupled ) 
Shall not diflolve, nor in the leaſt diminiſh 
What has been formerly elteem'd a triumph, 
Which is, a perteQ friendſhip, 

Dor, In that confidence 
Thus we unite again —— But who comes here? 


Enter Hobbinall with « paper in his hard. 


Streph. 'Tis Hodbinall, 
Oae that believes 'tis but Oenone's duty 
Dire&ly to confeſs her ſelf beholding 
To him for his affefion : he ſuppoſes | 
Thar his deſerts are greater then her beauties, 
And is as confident the fair Mymph loves him, 
As we are that ſhe does not ; yet his fortune 
Is more to be commended then our fate; 
For ſhe is pleas'd to ſmile at his rude aRions, 
The beſt of our endeavours are not valued, 

Dor. What paper's that he ruminates upon ? 
Let us obſerve a little, 

Hob, 'Tis a ſtrange thing, I find my ſelf out every day more 
then other, to be one of the underſtandingſt, ſweeteſt,neateſt, 
and compleateſt Shepherds that ever took hook in hand, 
Tother day I ſaw my face in a pail of water, and I had much 
ado to forbear drowning of my ſelf : *tis no wonder then, 
that the beauteous Nymph Oenone makes much of me, and 
le:s all the other Shepherds ſhake their ears like Aſſes, And the 
reath is if I can find never a handſomer ſhe ſhall ſerve the 
turn. 
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earn. This was her Birth-day ſhe being bora inthe year 
one thouſand, (ix bundred, —— nay, hold a lictle ; bur on th's 
day of the month it was, Winter or Summer, in the honour 
of which we all keep boliday ; and therefore tor the credit of 
her beauty, and the honour of my own Poetry, have made 
ſcuh a Copy of Verſes on her, as will make her a thouſand 
times handſomer then ever ſhe was-in her life, —- 
I will peruſe them now-with the eyes of urderftanding. 


He Reads. 


Enone fatr, whoſe Beauty does enrich us, 
Tell me the cauſe why thou doſt ſo bewitch us, 
On this day thoa wert born, thowgh not begotten, 
This day le think on when th'art dead and rotten. 


And though thy coyneſs and thy pretty ſcorn 
Makes many wiſh that thou hadſt ne're been born, 


Yet for my own part this Ple ſwear and ſay, 
1 wiſh thy time of Birth were every day, 


If ſhe do not ran mad for love of me now, *cis pity ſhe 
ſhould have Verſes made on hee as long as ſhe lives. 

Streph, Let's interrupt him —— Hobb1nall, well mer. _ 

Hob, It may be (os, | F 

Dor. But why ſo {trange, man? I hope you will remember 
we are your fellow Shepherds. 

Hb. You were once, but now I command you to know, I 
am a Maſter Shepherd; for the fais Nymph Oenone, that 
makes all your mouths run over with water,dots acknowledge 
me to be both Maſter and Miſtreſs. 

Streph, In part 'tis true,-yet if you well conſider, ſhe 
makes you but her ſport, no otherwiſe. 

Hob, If ſhe make me her ſport, 'tis more then ever ſte 
can make of thee : for thou art one of the ſowreſt looke fel- 
fows that ever crept out of a vinegar-bo:tle, 


Eptey 
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Exter Oenone. 


Dor. Here comes the faireſt des ever nouriſht. 
” Hob, 1 will accoſt her. UF 
 Streph, Forbear a while, good Hobbinal. 

Oenone, It was my fault 
To be ſo credulous ; but *twas his (in 
To be ſolavifh of his proteſtations. 

Oh Paris, Paris, thy inconſtant nature 
Argues the fickleneſs which Poets fanſie 

In women, but s Fiftion. 

I that have formerly acknowledg'd thee 

The onely perſon meriting reſpeR, 

Muſt now produce this thy particular falſhood, 
As one to dareexample; let no mere 

The ps be at rife to pleaſe ewes 
Let every May - meeting, every » 
Be honour'd PT ierNymph theo 1, 

To be the Miſtreſs of thoſe harmleſs paſtimes. 

Dor. Hail to the Nymph that graces /4aes vale, 

Accept my ſervice at this dayes ſolemnity. 

Sweph. And if the ſame from me can be accepted, 
Nothing ſo pleaſing is as to preſent it. 

Hob. I, you may talk as finely as you will, but when I come 

ro - ay once, I'm ſure you will be kicktoff. 
ex, What you profeſs may well claim an acceptance, 

Hob, Now will I ſee who is the moſt deſerving Shepherd 
in all the vale of /dae —- little rogue, how dolt thou? 

Oenone, O Hobbinall, you gge welcome, 1 thought you 
had forgot me, you are my ſport, and ſhould be ever near 
me. 

Hob. Look you there, I am her ſport ſhe ſays ; when will 
ſhe give any of you ſuch an honourable Title - but Sport, I 
do not think but thou art a Conjurer, ora Witch, or a Devil 
at leaſt ; for thou haſt infuſed ſuch a combuſtion of Poetry 
in my head, that I fear I ſhall never be my own man again, 


ner my Maſters neither. — There's a Copy of Verſes, 
read *um; nay, they are my own, as ſure as my name's Hob. 
binal, 

Ocnone, I 
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Genene, I thank you, Sport, I'le ſtudy a requital, 


Enter Amintas, Dorus, Amarillis, Cloris, 
and Phillis. 


Amintas. Fair one, we come to celebrate this day 

With other Shepherds who admire and joy, 
To know ſo fair a creature as your ſelf 
At this time of the year made the world happy. 

Phil. And we 8s bound to honour you 4 the faireſt) that 
ever grac't our ſex, are come to attend upon your recreati- 
Ons. 

Oenoxe. Your expreſfions, | 
( As they cauſe bluſhes) do exat a thanks. 

Dor - onour me 
With your fair hand, Nyniph, that I may lead 
The way to all theſe paſtimes which will follow. 

Oenone. The honour is to me; and 1 accept it. 

= Ide laugh at that ; no, Spert, Vie dance with thee 
my felt. 

; rack Some other time, 


By chance I may be at leiſure. 
Hob, Will you not? well, by this hand then 1'ſe fland out 


and laugh at every thing you do, right or wrong, 
A Daxce. 


Pſhaw, waw, this dancing is like my Mothers Mares trot : 
Sport, ſhall I ſhew thee a Dance of my own faſhion ? . 


Ocnone. It cannot but content, 
Hob, Nay,l know that;heark bither, Lads» [ Ex,Hob.Strz 


Oexone. Thus I beguile my paſſion, ſhadowing over 
With a falſe veil of mirth, my real forrows ; I 
For when time takes an end, not all the ffories 
Which ever did lament forſaken Lovers, 

Shall ſew 4 parallel to my misfortune, 
My griefs ſhak ſtay, when all my joys depart, 
And nothing but ſad thoughts ſhall fill my heart. 


Emo 
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Exter Punch. 


Ps ch, 1 will juſtifie that a Man had better have the Devil 
Ride through his guts with a brambill of Briars at his Arſe 
then co bein Love ; but, as the Devil will have it, here the 
comes that is the cauſe of it, L Enter Margery. 
Whither lo fait, fair ſargery ? 
Mar. To meet you. 
Pwanch, O happy day : pox on't, here's Hobbixall too. 
Is A . |[ Emer Hobbinall. 
Oh thou that art the faireſt in the bunch, 
Pity the penting paunch of pining Pwrch, 
Thou art my lovely Trollop, 
Hob, Panch, you lye. 
. Mar. Nay, it you fall out I'le leave your company, 
Hob, O ſtay thou ſweet, ſoft, (ilkin flipe of fin, 
We both fall out, becauſe we can't fall in. 
Mar, I cannot have you both, but if you two 
Will obey all I order you to Co, 
I will have one of you ; 
And it ſhall be he 
Who ſer es in my commands moſt ſpeedily. 
Both, Agreed, agreed. 
Mar. And to begin this conteſt, 
Let me but ſee now who can woo me beſ?. 
Hob, Well, I will begin with ſome Verſes I made upon 
your good parts. 
Ma. Come, proceed, 
Heb, Your black Eyes ſhine like blacksin blume of bean; 
Cheeks bluſh like new-cut Bacon fat and lea. 
Your dobil tire of Teeth do ſhew forſooth, 
Whiter then Ivory, or abithes Tooth. 
Your voyce like Bird in Hedge in time of Spring, 
Does even bewitch my ſenſes when you (ing. 
Punch, Toſum up all, in this he calls you Witch, 
A Bean-ey*d Hedge-Bird, and a Bacon-fac'd Bitch, 
Come, now for me, ſtand as you did before. 
Mar, No, be commanded, I will hear no more. 


Denone, A Paſtoral. = 


But to end all, let ns advance 
Our aQtive Trotters in a Countrey Dance, 


Punch, Hobbinall, ad the Shepherds davce a Morris. 
Hob. How like you this, Sport, 
Ornone, Beyond Expreſſion, Sport; 
I ſee your Vertues were conceal'd too long. 

Hob. 1, ſo they were, but I mean to ſhew them every day 
as faſt as I can, But ſirrah, Sport, yonder's God Pas, with a 
company of the bravelt Satyrs that ever wore horns on their 
heads : come, Shepherds, let's x0 make them drunk, and 
ſaw off all their horns, [ Exit. 

Enter Pan, 

Pas. Hail tothat Nymph that graces /daes Vale, 
Whoſe beauty adds a Luſtre to all thoſe 
That do acknowledge Pas as their chief Patron, 

Not any Satyr henceforth for thy ſake, 
Shall own the nature he was bred withall, 
But all their aRions ſhall be like thy beauty, 
Smooth and delightful, and when thou commandeſt, 
Sweet Philomel ſhall quite forget her Rape, 
And overcome with joy that thou art preſent, 
oyn with the other birds in chearful notes, 

he very trees ſhall entertain no whiſper 

From the rudewinds, but what ſhall pleaſe thy ear, 
And when thou ſpeak'it the beafts ſhall dance more rimbly, 
Then when the 7 hracia» Orphexs charm'd their ſenſes, 
And every obje that can yield delight, 
Shall be Oenones vaſlall : in the mean time, 
J, and thoſe Satyrs that attend my perſon, 
Will move in dance, to let Oenone find, 
She can make gentle a rough Satyrs mind, 
. Oenone, Since my weak fortune knows no retribution, 
But my weak thanks, accept them, being preſented. 

Pay, Approach then, Satyrs, and let each one firive 

To expreſs the ſervice due unto Oenoxe, 
A daxce of Satyrs, 

Oenone, Now honor me to | my Bower a while, 
Where I will trive toler my Patron prove, : 
How fain I wou'd be grateful — his love. UV 
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THE 


Merry conceited Humours 
OF 


Bottom the Yeaver. 


The Names of the ARors, 
Q«:»ce the Carpenter, who ſpeaks the Prologue, 


Bottom the Weaver, Pyramns, 

Flute the Bellowſ-mender, \Thrsbe, © 

Szoxt the Tinker. wall. I Who likewiſe 
Snug the Joyner, Lien, may preſent 
Starveling the Taylor, Moonſbine. three Fairies. 
Oberon King of the Fairies, who likewiſe may preſent the - 
' Dake, 


Titania his Queen, the Dutcheſs, 
Pngg. aSpirit, a Lord. 


Enter Bottom the Weaver, Quince the Carpenter, Snug 
The Joyner, Flute the Bellows-mender,S out the Tinker. 
and Starveling the Taylor. 


Bottom, Ome, Neighbours, let me rell you, and in troth 
I have ſpoke like a man in my 4aies, and hit 

right too, that if this butmeſs do but difpleaſe his Graces 
fancy, we are made men tor ever, 

Q#:«ce, 1 believe ſo too, Neighbour, but is all our com- 
pany here ? 

Bot, You had beſt to call them generally man by man ac- 
cording to the Scrip. 

Qs, Here is the ſcrow! of every mans name which is 
thought fit'through all Archers, to play our Interlude between 
the Duke and the, Dutcheſs on his Wedding day at 


night, . 
G Bot, Firſt 
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Bot, Firſt good Peter Quince ſay what the Play ireats ofo 
then read the names of the Actors, and ſo grow on to a 
point, 

Qs». Marry our Play is the moſt Lamentable Comedy, and 
moſt cruel death of Pyramns and Thicke, 

Bot. A very good piece of work I affure you, and a merry ; 
now good Peter Qu:xce call forth your Aors by the Scrow!; 
Mafters ſpread your ſelves. 

Qs. Anſwer asI call you, Nicholas Bottoms. the Weaver; 

Bot, Ready, name what part I am for, and proceed. 

Qs, You Nic. Bottom are ſet down for Pjramus, 

Bor, What is Pyramns, a Lover, or a Tyrant ? 

Qs, A Lover that kills himſelf moſt gallantly for Love. 

Boer, That will ask ſome tears in the true performing of 
it, If I doit, let the audience look to their eyes : I will move 
ſtorms, I will condolein ſome meaſure, to the reſt, yet my 
Chief humour is for a Tyrant, I would play Ercles rarely, 
or a part to tear a catin two, make all ſplit,the raging Rocks, 
and ſhivering (bocks ſhall break the locks of Priſon gates, 
and Phebss carr ſhall ſhine from far, and make and marr, 
the fooliſh fates : Now name the reſt of the Players: This is 
Erclis reign, a Tyrants reign, a Lover is more corffoling. 

Qn. Francis Flute the Bellowes-mender, 

' Flut, Here, Peter Quince. 

Qs. You mult take 7h:5be on you, 

F/xte, What is Thisbe, a wandering Knight ? 

Os. It is the Lady that Pyramvs muſt love. 

E/xte, Nay faith, let not me play a woman I have a beard 
c@ning. 

Q4. That's all one, you ſhall play it in a mask and you 
may ſpeak as ſmall as you will. 

Bot, And 1 may hide my face, let me play Thrrbe too. 


Vie ſpeak in a monſterous little voice Thise Throne, ab Pyra- 


mus my lover dear; thy Thrsbe dear, and lover dear. 
#. No, no, you muſt play Pyramur, and Flute.you 
Thisbe, | 
Bot, Well,proceed. 
On. Robbin Starveling the Taylor. 


Star. Here, Peter Quince. 
D 2 Qs, Robbin 
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Qs, Robbiy Starveling you muſt play Thiily's mother. 
Tom Snont the Tinker, 

Sno. Here, Peter Quince. 

Os. You Pyrams: farher, my ſelf Thisby's father. Snug 
the Joyner you the Lyons parc;and I hope there's a play fitted. 

Smeg. Have: you the Lyons part written? Pray you if it 
be, giveit me for I am ſlow of ftudy« 

Qx.You may doit Ex tempore for it is nothing but roaring, 

Bot.. Letmeplay the Lyon too, I will roar that I will 
do any mans heartgood to hear me, I will roar that I will 
make the Duke ſay, let him roar again, let him roar a gain, 

Qs. If you ſhould do it too terribly, you would fright the 
Dutcheſs and the Ladyes that they would fhrike , and that 
were enough to hang us all. 

All. That would hang every Mothers Son, 

Bot. I grant you, friends, that if they ſhould fright the 
Ladyes out of their wits, they ſhould have no more diſcre- 
tion but to hang us, but I will aggravate my voice fo, that 1 
will roar you as gentle as any Sucking Dove, I will roar 
and twere any Nightingal. 

Qu. You can play no part but Pyramss, for Pyramns is a 
{veet-ced man, a proper man, as one ſhall ſee in a Summers 
day, a moſt lovely Gentleman like man, therefore you 
- muit needs play Pyramns. 

Bot. . Well, I will undertake it, what beard had1 belt play 
itin? 

Qs. Why, what you will, 

Box, I will diſcharge it either in your ſtraw coloured 
beard, your Orange Tawny beard, your purple in grain. 
beard, or your Fre:ch- crown coloured beard, your perfect 
Yellow. 

Q#, Some of your French crowns have no hair at all ; 
and then you'l play bare-faced. But maſters here are your 
parts, and I am farther to entreat you, requeſt you, and de» 
lire you, to con them by to morrow night,and meec me in the 
Palace Wood a mile without the Town by moon-light.there: 
we will rehearſe, for if we meet in tbe City we ſhall be 
dogged by company ,and our devices known;in the mean time 
I will draw a bill of properties, ſuch as our play wants; I 
pray fail me not. . 

ot 
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By, Wewill meet, and there we may rehearſe m - 
ſcenely and Couragioull » Take Semgg Be mor er 
Q». Atthe Dakes Oak we meet? - 
Bot, Enough,hold,or cut Bowlirings —— [ Exenrt, 


Enter Oberon King of the Fayries and Pups a Spirit, 


Ob. Iam reſolved,and I will be revenged 
Or my proud Qvieen Titama's in Jury, 
And make her yield me up her beloved Page 3 

My gentle Pugg come bither,thou Remembereft 

Since that I ſat upon a Promontory, 

And heard a Mermaid on a Dolphins Back ; 

Uttering ſuch dulcer and harmonious breath, 

That the rude Sea grew civil at her Song ; 

And certain States ſhat madly from their Sphears, 

To hear the Sea-maids mulick. | 4 
Pugg. 1 remember. 
Ob, That very time I (aw (but thou couldeſt not ) 

Flying between the cold Moon and the earth 

Cupid all armed, a certain aim he took 

At a fair Veſtal throned by the weſt, 

And loo'it bis love-ſhaft ſmartly from his bow, 

As it ſhould pierce a hundred thouſand hearts : 
But I might ſee young C-pids fiery ſhaft 
Quench in the caſt beames of the watry Moon, 
And the Imperial Votreſs p:fſed on 
In maiden meditation fancy free, 
Yer markt I where the bolt of C»p1d fell ; 
It tell upon a little weſtern flower, 
Before milk white, tow purple with loves wound, 
And maidens call it /ove iz 1dleneſs ; 
Ferch me that lower, the herb I ſh?w'd thee once, 
The juice of it on fleeping eye-lids laid. 
Will make or man or woman madly Date 
Upon the next live Creature that it ſees ; 
Ferch me this herb, and be thou here again 
E're the Leviathan can ſwim a league. 


Pugg. Vie put a Girdle about the earch in forty minutes. | 
[ Exit... 


0b, Having 
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Ob, Having once this juyce ; 

Ile watch T:ra1a when ſhe is a ſleep, 

And drop the liquor of itin her eyes, 

The next thing when ſhe waking looks rpon 

( Be it on Lyon, Bear, or Wolf, or Bull, 

Oa medling Monkey,or on bulie Ape ) 

She ſhall purſue jt with the ſoul of love , 

Ande'rel take this Charm from off her ſight 

( As can take it with another herb ) 

T'le make her render up her page to me. 

Welcome, wanderer ; what, ar't return'd with it ? 
Pugg. 1, there it is. 
Ob, Come, giveit me? 

Thereis a bark Titania uſeth oft 

In nights toſleep on, but ſee where ſhe comes. 


Vie ſtand aſide, you may deparr, 

Q#. Come, now a Roundel and a fairy ſong 
To pleaſe my eye firſt, then intice me ſleep, 
Then to your offices, and let me reſt, 


Foyries firſt Dance, and then ſings 1. 


You Spotted Snakes with donble tongue : 

T horny Hedg-hoggs be not ſeen, 

Newts and Fin worms do no wrong, 

Come not near our {airy Queen : 

Philomel with melody 

Singing your ſweet Lullaby, 

Lulla, Iulla, lullaby; Inlla, Iulla, lullaty. 
Ne're harm, nor ſpell nor Charm 

Come our lovely Lady by : 

So good-mght with lullaby, 

2, Fairy, Weaving ſpiders come not here; 
Hence you long-ledg'd ſpinners, hence, . 
Beetles black approach not near ; 

Worm nor ſnail do no cffence - 
Philomel with melody, &c. 
1. Fairy, Hence,away, now all is well ; 


On a loof ſtand Centinel. [ Exenunt Fairies, 


Ob. What 


[ Enter Queen and Fairies, 
[Exit Pug. 
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Ob,Whiat thou ſeeſt when thon dot et coxsrs to 


her and touches 


Do it for thy true love take, 
her eye lids. 


Love and languiſh for his ſake ; 
Be it Oance, or Cat, or Bear, 
Pard or Boar with Briſtled hairy 
Inthine eye that ſhall appear, 
When chou awakelt it is thy dear; 
Wake then, ſome vile thing is near. [_ Exit, 


Enter Bottom, Quince, Snug Flute, Snont, and Starveling, 


Bot. Are we all me: ? 

Q«. Pat,pat, and here's a mervellous convenient place for 
olir rehearſa]!, This green Plot ſhall be our ſtage, This haw- 
thora Brake our tyring houſe, and we willdo it in ation as 
we will do it before the Dake. 

Bot. Peter Quince. 

Qs. What ſayit thou, Bully Botroms ? 

Bor. There are things in this Comedy of Pyramus and 
Toby that will never pleaſe; firſt, Pyramus muſt draw a 
Sword to kill himſelf, which the Ladyes can't abide, how an- 
{wer you that ? 

Sneut. Berlaken a parlous fear. 

Star.l beleive we muſt leave the killing out, when all's done. 

Boz. Not a whit, 1 have advice to make all well. 
Write me a Prologue, and let the Prologue ſeem to 
ſay we will dono harm with oar ſwords, and that Pyranews 
is not killed indeed : and for the more bercec aflucance tell 
them, that I Pyramas am not Pyramns, but Bottom the wea- 
ver, this will put them out of fear. 

Q». Well, we will have ſuch a Prologue, and it ſball be 
written in eight and (ix. 

Bo. No, -make it two more; Jet it be written in eight and 
eight. 

Snout, Will not the Ladyes be afraid of che Lyon ? 

Star. I fear it Ple promiſe you. ; 

By, Maſters, we ought to confider with oar ſelves to bring 
in ( God ſhield us ) a Lyon among Z1dies is a rot dreadful 
thing, for there isnot a more fearful wild-fowl then your 


Lion living, and we ought to look to it» 
Stout, Theres 
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Snort, Therefore another Pcologue mult tell he is not x 
Lyor. 

Boy Nay, You maſt name his name, and half his 
fzce mult be ſeen through the Lions Neck, and he himſelf 
mult ſpeak through, ſaying thus, or to the ſame effe, Ladyes, 
or fair Ladyes, { would wiſh you, or 7 would requeſt you, 
or | wo'11d 1nireat you rot to tretgble ; my life for yours, if 
you thivk / come hither as a Lyon it were pity of my life, 
nc, { am nofſuch thing, / am a man as other men are, and 
her? indeed let him name his name, and tell plaivly 7 am 
£nnug the Joyner. 

Ur. Well, it ſhall be lo: Bat there is two hard things, 
that is, to bring the moon-/ight in:'o a Chamber, for ycu 
know Pyr 1m#5 and Thishe met by moon-lighs, 

Snug, Doth the moon ſhine that night we play our play ? 

Br. A Calender, a Calender, look in the Almanack ; find 
out moon-ſhine, find out moon- ſhine, 

Qs. Yes, it coth ſhine that night, 

Bs, Why then may you leave a caſement of the great 
Chamber window where we play open, and the -moon may 
ſhine in atthe Caſemeur. 

Qs. 1, or elſe one muſt come with a bunch of Thorns 
and a Lanthron, and ſay he come to disfigure, or to preſent 
the perſon of Moon-ſhine. Then there is another thing, 
we muſt have a wall in the great Chamber, for Pyrammns and 
Thisbe ( ſaies the ſtory ) did talk threugh the Chiok of a 
wal'. 

Snug. You can never bring in a Wall, what ſay you,Bottom: ? 

Ber. Some man or other mult preſent Wall, and let 
him have ſome Plaiſter, or ſome Lome, or ſome Rough caſt 
about him to (ignifie V Vall,or let bim hold his fingers thus, 
and through t1:3t Creny ſhall Pzramus and Thisby whiſper. 

O#- If that may be; then all is well z come, ſit down eve- 
ry-mothers Son and rehearſe your parts, Pyrawns, you begin, 
when you have ſpoken your ſpeech, Enter into that- Brake, 

and ſo every every man according to his Cue———— 


PY 


"Enter 
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Enter Pugg. 


' Pagg. What Hempen Home-ſpuns have we ſwaggeri 
hes nezr the Cradle of the fairy Queen.  W 7 
play toward? Ile bean Auditor, and Attor too perhaps ifT 
ſee cauſe. 

Qu. Speak, Pyramus, Thisby, rand forth. 

Pre. Thisby, the flowers of Odious ſavours ſweet. 

£%. - Odours,«. Odoure. 

Pirg. Odours ſavours ſweet, ſo hath thy breath my deareſt 
T-hisbe,dear. But heark, a voice: ſtay thou but here a while, 
and by and by 1 will to thee appear. | 

Pugg. A ranger, Pyramns, then ere plaid here. 

| [ Exit Pirg. 

This. MuſtI ſpeak now ? | Exit after hin 
Qin. I, marry muſt you. For you muſt nnderitand that 
he goes but to ſee a Noiſe that he heard,and is rocome again. 

7 his. Moſt Radient Pyramns, moſt Lilly white of hue: 
Of colour like the red Role on triumphant Bryar; Moſt 
Brisky Juvenal, and the moſt lovely Jew. As true as trueft 
Horſe that never yetwould Tyre. Ile meer thee, P7ramw?, at 
Ninus Tomb. "I" Os. ng _ 

Q«i, Ninus Tomb, man+ Why, you muſt not ſpeak thar 
yet ; That you anſwer to Pyramns ; you ſpeak all your part 
at once Cues and all, Pyrawsnr, Enter, your Cue is paſt, it is, 
never. Tire, 

Th:s. O, as true ar trueſt Horſe, that yet weuld never tire, 

Pir, If 1 were, fair Th:sby,1 were only thine, wy 

Q«:xce. © monſtrous 1 O ftrange ! we are baunted ; 
pray Maſters fly, Maſters, help. | Exeunt the Clowns, 

Pugg. Vie follow you; Vie lead you about a round. 
Through Bog; through Buſh, through Brake, through Bryar. 
cometimes 3-'Horſe Fle be, ſometimes a Hound, a Hogg , 
a headleſs B:ar; ſometimes a Fire, and Neigh, and Bark, 
and Grunt, and Roar,”-and Burn, like korſe, hound, hog, 
bear, fre, at every tarn, 

Enter Bottom with an Aſſes head, 

Bot. Why do they run away ? This is knavery ofchem to 
make me afraid. 

E Enter 


26. Bottomnbe Weavers 


Emer Snoxt, 


Sno, O Bottoms, thou art changed, what do- I ſee on thee ? + 
Ka. What do I ſee ? you ſee an Aﬀes. head of your own, 
You. 


Enter Peter Quince, 
Qs#:», Bleſs thee, Bottom , bleſs thee; thou art tranſa- 


Bot, I ſee their knavery, this is to make an afle of me, 
and fright me if they .could, butI will not flir from this 
place do they what they can,l will walk up and down here, 
and will ſfiog, thatthey (ball hear I am not afraid. 

[ Hy ſugt. - 


The Wooſel cock ſo black of hew, 
VVith Ocange Tawny bill. 
The Throſ'le with his note ſo true, dAper of Fairy wakes, 
The V Vren and little quill, «nd looks upon bins, 
Tita. VVhat Angel wakes me from my flowry bed ? 
Bet. The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark. 
The Plain-ſong Cuckow Gray, 
Whoſe note full many a man doth Mark, 
And dare not anſwer Nay. 
For indeed who ſhould ſet his wit to ſa fooliſh a bird > Who - 
_ give a bird the lye though he ſhould cry Cuckow ne-- 
ver ſo. 
Tita, 1 pray thee,gentle mortal, ſing again, 
Mine ear is mach enamoured of thy pane... -- { 
On the firſt viewto ſay, to ſwear I love thee, 
$5is mine eye enthralied to thy ſhape 
And thy fair vertues force ( panenen ) dork move me 
Bee. Methinks (Miſtreſs ) you ſhould have little res- 
ſon for that, and yet to ſay truth, reaſon and love keep little - 
company together now adayes, The more the pity, that 
ſome honeſt neighbours will not make them friends. Nay, 
I can Gleek upan occaſion. 
Tita,.. Thou art as wiſe as thou art beautiful. 
Bo?, Not ſoneither - butif 1 had wit enough to- get out 
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-of this VVood, I have enough to ſerve my own turn, 


Ti:a Oat of this wood do not delire to go. 
Thou ſhalt remain here whether thou wilt or no. 
Tam a Spirit of no common Fate, 

The Summer ſtill doth tend upon my State, 


And I do love thee, therefore go with me, 


I'le give thee Fairies to attend on thee, 
they ſhall fetch thee Jewels from the Deep, 
And (ing while thou on prefied flowers doſt ſleep ;. 
And I will purge thy mortal groſsneſs ſo, . 
That thou ſhalt like an Airy Spirit go, 
Enter Peaſe-bloſſom, Cobmeb, aud Muſtard-ſeed, 
' three Fairies, 
Fair, Ready, andI, and1, and1; where ſhall we go? 
Tita, Be kind and courteous to this Geritleman, 


: Hop in his walks, and Gambolin his eyes ; 


Feed him with Apricots and Dewberries, 

With purple Grapes, green Figs, and Mulberries, 
The Honey-bags ſteal from the humble Bees, 

And for white Tapers crop their waxen thighs, ; 
And light them at the fiery glow-worms eyes, 

To have my Love to Bed, and to ariſe, 

And pluck the wings from painted Butterifles 

To fan the Moon- beams from his ſleeping eyes. 


' Nod to him, Elves, and do him Courtelies, 


1. Fai, Hail, mortal, hail. 

I, 2, Fas. Hail, 

3, Fai, Hail, 

Bot, I cry your worſhips heartily mercy. I beſeech your 
worſhips name, 

Cob, Cobweb, 

Bot, I ſhall defire you of more acquaintance, good Ma- 
fler Cobweb, if I cut my finger, 1 ſhall make bold with yor. 


” Your Name, honeſt Gentleman ? 


Puaſ. Praſe-bloſſom. 

Bet. 1 pray commend me to Mrs. Sq#aſh your Mother, 
and to Maſter Peaſe-cod your Father ; 1 ſhall deſire of you 
more a<quaintance t00. 

Your Name, I beſeech you, Sir. 

Muſ. Muſtard-ſeed. 

E 2 Bot, Good 
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. Bot, Good Mr. HMuſtard-ſeed, I know your patience wefl, 
That ſame cowardly Giant-like Ox-Beef hath devoured 
many a Gentleman of your Houſe; I promiſe your kindred 
have made my eyes water e'renow. 1 deſire you more zc- 
quaintance, good Maſter 4ſnſtard-ſeed, 

T ita. Come, wait upon him, lead him to my Bower. 
The Moon, me-thinks, looks with a watry eye, 
And when ſhe weeps, weep every little Flower : 
Lameating ſome enforced Chaſtity. 

Tye up my Lovers tongue, bring him (ilently. - | Exemrr, 
Exter Oberon King of Fairies, Solus. 

06. .I wonder if Titania be awaked. 

Then what it was that next came to her eye, 
Which ſhe mult dote on in extremity. 

Enter Pagg. 
Here comes my Meſſenger ; how now, mad ſpirit, 
What Night-rule now about this haunted Grove ? 

Pugg. My Miſtreſs with a Monſter is in Love. 

Near to her Cloſe and conſecrated bower, 
Whiles ſhe was in her dull and ſleeping hour, 
A crew of Patches, rude Mechanicals, 

Thar work for bread upon Athenian Ralls, - 
Were met together to rehearſe a Play, 
Intended for great Theſews Nuptial day. 

The ſhallowelt thick-skin of that barren fort, 
Who Pjramns preſented in their ſport, 
Forſook his Scene, and entred in 4 brake, 
Where I did him at this advantage take; 

An Aﬀes Noſe 1 fixei on his head, 

Anoi his Thisby muſt be anſwered, 

And forth my mimick comes, when they him ſpy, 
As Wild-geeſe that the creeping Fowler eye ; 
Or ruflzs-pated Choughs many in ſort 
(Riltns and cawing at the Guns report ) 

Sever themſelves, and madly ſweep the Sky, 
So at his (ight away his fellows fly ; 

And at our ttamp o're and o're one falls, 

He murther crys, and help from Athens calls, 
Their ſenſe thus weak loſt with their fear thus ſtrong, 
Made ſenſeleſs things begin to do them wrong, 


For 
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For Bryarsand Thorns at their Apparel ſnatch 
Some Sl:eves, ſome Hats, from Yielders all things catch, 
Iled them on in this diftracted fear, 
And lett ſweet Pyramws tranſlated there. 
When in that moment ſo it came to pals, 
Titania wak'd, and {traight-way lov'd an Afs. [_ Exit, 
Ob, Tais fall out better then I could deviſe, 
I ſhall now be avenged upon my Queen : 
But ſee, ſhe comes, 1'le ſtand afide. 
Enter Queen, Bottom, Faxries, 
Tits. Come, (it thee down upon this lowry Bed, 
While I thy aimable Cheeks do coy, 
And ſtick musk Roſes on thy ſleek ſmooth Head, 
And kiſs thy fair large Ears, my gentle Joy. -S 
Box, Where's Praſe-blofſom ? 
Piaſ. Ready. | 
Bot, Scratch my head, Peaſe-bloſſom : Where's Monſieur 
Cobwes? 


Cob, Ready. 
Boer. Monhfieur Cobweb, good Monſieur get your Weapons 


in your hand, and kill mie a'red humble Bee on the top of a 
Thiſtle ; and good Monſieur bring me the honey-bag. Do 
not fret your ſelf too much in the ation, Monſieur, and good 
Monfieur have a care the honey-bag break not,l would be 
loath to have you o're-flown with a honey-bag, Signior- 
Where's Monſieur Muftard-ſeed ? 


Mn. Rerdy. | 
Ber. Give me your newfe, Monſieur 1uſtgrd. ſeed. 


Pray leave your Coartelie, good Monlieurs 1 

Muſ, What's your will? = 

Bot. Nothing, good Monſieur, but to'help Cavatiero Cob - 
web to ſcratch; I mult to rhe Barbers, Monlieor,-for' me- 
thinks 1 am marvellous hairy about the. face, and I am ſuch 
a tender Aſs, if my hair does but tickle me, I mult ſcratch. 

Tita. What wilt thou hear, ſome Mutick, my. ſweet Love ? 

Bor. I have a reaſonable good Ear in Mulick, let us hear 

the Tong and the boner. 
Muſick Tongs Rural Mujck, 
Tits, Or ſay, ſweet Love, what thou delireſt to ear. 


Boe, Truly a peck of Provetider, I could maur.ch you 
£00 
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good dry Oats, me-thinks I have a great deftre to a bottle of 
hay, good hay, ſweer hay bath no fellow. 

- T4. I havea ventrous Fairy, 

That ſhall ſeek the Syuirrels hoard, 

And fetch thee new Nuts. 

Bor. I had rather have a handful or two- of dried Peaſe. 
But I pray let none of your People it it me, I have an expoli- 
tion of ſleep come upon me» 

T:ta. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms ; 
Fairies, be'gone, and be alwayes away : 

So doth the wood bind the ſweet Hony-ſuckle 
Gently entwiſt, the Female Ivy ſo 
Enringgghe barky fingers of the Elm. 

O bo ve thee? tlow I dote on thee ? 

Ob. VVelcome, good Pug, [ Oberon «preaches, 
Seeſt thou ſweet light? [ Emer Pug. 
Her dotage now do I begin to pity. 

For meeting her of late behind the wood, 

Seeking ſweet ſavours for this bateful fool, 

I did upbraid her, and fall out with her, 

For ſhe his hairy Temples then had rounded 

VVith Coronet of freſh and fragrant flowers, 

- And that ſame Dew which ſometime on the bid, 
VVas wont to ſmell like round and orient Pearl ; 

I ſtood within the pretty flouricts eyes, 

Like tears that did their own diſgrace bewail, 
And ſhe in mild terms 'd my patience; 

I then did ask ob her her Changeling Child, 

VVhich ſtreight ſhe gave me, and her Fairy ſent 

To bear him to my bower in Fairy Land. 

And now I have the Boy, 1I will undo 

This hateful imperfe&ion of her eyes, 

And, gentle Pay, take this transformed Scalpe 

From off the Head of this Frherman Swain, 

That he awaking may return to Athens, 

And think no more of this Nights accidents, 

But as the fierce vexation of a Dream, 

But firſt, I will releaſe my Fairy Queen, 

Be thow as thou was wont to be, 

See thou as thou was wont to ſee, 
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Dian: bud or Cupids flower 
 Hath ſuch force and bleſſed power. 
Now my T:t4»ia wake you my ſweet Queen, 
Tit.My Oberen,what viſions have I ſeen? 
Me-thought I was inamoured of an Aſs. 
Os. There lies your love. 
Tir, Howcame theſe things to paſs ? 
Oh how mine eyes do loath this viſage now. 
0h, Silencea while, Pugg, take thou off his head. 
| [ He puls off bis 4ſſes head, 
P»gg. - When thou awakes with thine own fools T4 peep. 
| Exeant, 


Aﬀter a while Bottom wakgs, 


Bet, When my cue comes call me, and 1 will anſwer, my 
next is moſt fair Pyrame: bei ho, Peter Quince, Flute the 
Bellowes-mender ? S»oxt the Tinker? 5:e@veling? Gods my 
life tola hence and left me aſleep, I have bad a moſt rare vi- 
ſion, I had a dream paſt the wit of man to ſay what dream it 
was, Man is but an Aſle if he go aboutto expound this dream, .. 
A I was, there's no man can tell what me- he 1 
was, and me-thought I had,but a man is but a patched fool if 
he will ofer to ſay what me-chought I had, the eye of man 
hath not heard, the ear of man hath not ſeen, mans hand is 
not able ta taſte, his tongue ta conceive, nor his heart re- - 
port what my dream was. I will get Peter Quince to write 
a Ballad of this dream, it ſball be called Bottoms dream be- 
cauſe it hath no Bottom, and Iwill ſing it in the latter end of 
the Play before the Dake, peradventure ta makg it the more 
gracious I will fing it at herdeath, 26-37 1,006 - 

E __ Quines Flutt,. Theekyy ey 4 eling.. 
-_ He-cannot be heard af, 'utol doubt 4s teanfpor- 
ted. | | 
F/*te, . If he come not, then the Play is marr'd, it goes not 
forward, doth it? 


2. -It is noc poſſible, you have not a man in- all Arbors 
able co diſcharge Pyramss but he. | h 
Fl/wte, No by bath ſimply the beſt wit of apy bhandy- 

crafts man in Arhev,, 
Qm, Yes, "' 
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Qs. Yea, and the beſt perſon too, and he is a very Para- 
mour for a ſ\weet voice, 
Flute, You mult ſay Paragon ; a Paramour is, God bleſs us, 
a thing of nought. ' | 108 
Enter Sung ihe Toner, © 
Snug. Maſters, the Dake is now coming from being mar- 
ried arte Temple, oh,f our ſport had'gone forward, we had 
all been.made men, | «© 
\Flute, O ſweet Bully Bott, thou haſt loſt Gx pence a day 
during his life, he could not bave ſcaped (ix pence aday, and 
the Duke had not giver hit {1x pence a day for playing Pyra- 
ns Tlebe havg'd, he would have deſerved (ix pence a day 
in Pjramss or nothing, © + MY 
TS 14 E nter Bottom. 
Bot, Where are theſe lads 2 Where are theſe hearts? 
Qu. Bottoms | O moſt couragious day ! O moſt happy hour? 
Boz, Maſters, lam to diſconmrſe wonders, but ask me nor 
what, for if 1 tell you, I am no true'Arberian, 1 will tell you 
every thing as it fell out, 907 Sv 7 
'Qs. Let ns hear, ſweer Bottom, *- © 
Bot, Not a word of me, alt that I will tell you is, that the 
Duke hath Dined, get your apparel together, good firings to 
your beards, new Ribbands to your Pumps, - meet preſently 
in the Palace, every man look over his part for the ſhort, -and 
the ſong is, our ptay is preterred, in any caſe let Th:5by bave 
clean linnen ?- and let nethim that playes the Lyon pare his 
Nails for they ſhall havg out for the Lyons claws, & moſt'dear 
Afors eat no Onions nor Garlick,- for we are to utter ſweet 
breath,and doubt not to hear them ſay it is a ſweet Comedy, 
No more words, away : go,away. 
no | _ Date, Datcheſs,and two Lords, 
&%: - May alt things prove propitious ts this match,.. 
Anfhibavens : thy wr. oh ar 44 rene: Joy toxkait 
Within your Royal walks, your Board, your bed. 
| Dake. Thanks, kind Egess, but what pleaſant maskes, + 
What dances have we now to wear away :!. ! -,, 
Tifts long ape of three hours, which yet we have. | i +: 
To ſpend e're bed time ? .- | 
. 1. Lord, And't pleaſe your grece, there ig a ſcene, -: 
Tedious, yet brief, to be preſented ot 


[ Exeaust. 
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The Love of Pyremnas and [hribe, 
Mirth very Tragical. 

Dsks. Merry and Tragical ; tedious and brief, That is 
hot Ice, and wondrous ſtrange Snow : tow ſhall we find a 
concord in this diſcord? 

2, Lord, APlay there is, my Lord, ſome ten words long, 
Which is as brief as I have known a Play, 

But by ten words, my Lord, it is too long, 
Which makes it tedious» For in all the Play 
There's not one word apt, -one Player fitted; 
And Tragical, my Noble Lord, ir is, 

For Pyrams: therein doth kill himſelf, 
Wahich when I ſaw rehearſt, -I muſt confeſs, 
Made my eyes water, but more merry tears 
The Paſſion of loud laughter never ſhed. 

Duke. What are they that do Play it ? 

1. Lord, Hard-handed men that work in Athens here, 
Which never laboured in their minds till now, 

And now have toyled their unbreathed memories 
With this ſame Play againſt your Naptials, 
Dxke. And we will hear it, let them approach. 


T hey take their Seats, Enter Prologue. 


Pro, If we offend, it is with our good Will. 
That you ſhall think we come not to offend, 
Bat with good will, To ſhew our fimple kill, 
Taoat is the true beginning of our end. k 
Con'ider then, we come but in deſpight, ; 
We do not cone, as minding to content you, 
Oar true inteat is. All for your Delight 
We are not here. That you ſhould here repent you.! 
The Afors are at hand, and by their ſhoy 
You ſhall know all that you are like ro know, 

D#ke. This Felloz: doth not ſtand upon points. 

1. Lord, He hath read his Pcologue like a rough Colt, 
he knows not the ſtop. A good moral, my Lord. It is not 
enough to ſpeak, but to ſpeak true. 

D«tch. Indeed he hath plaid on his Prologue like a Child 


on the recorder, ® ſound, bat notfin Government. 
F Doe, His 
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Dzxke. His ſpeech was like a tangled Chain, nothing in 
pai:ed, but all diſordered. Who is the nexe? notlypg ime 


Emer Pyramus, Thisbe, Wall, Moon-ſhine, a»d Lyor. 


P7715. Sentels, perchance you wonder at this ſhow ; 
But wonder 0n till crath doth make all things plain - 
This Man is Pzramus if you would know ; 

This peaureuii; adv T hrobe is certain, 

This Man with Lime and Roiigi-cait aotiz preſent 

Wall, the vile Wall which did theſe Lovers ſunder, 

And through Walls chink ( poor Souls) they are content 

To whiſper, at the which let no Man wonder- 

Taris man with Lanthorn, Dog, and buſh of Thorn 

Pceſenteth Moon-ſhine ; for if you will know, 

By Moon-ſhine did theſe Lovers think no ſcorn 

To meet at Nix»; Tomb, there, there to woe. 

This Griſly Beaſt ( which Lyon height by name ) 

The truſty 7 h:sbe coming firſt by Night, 

Did ſcare away, or rather did affright, 

And as ſhe fled her mantle ſhe did fall, 

Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did ſtain 

Anon comes Pyramns ſweet Youth, and tall, 

And finds his Th:sbie's mantle lain, 

Whereat with blade, with bloody blameful blade 

He bravely broach't his blosdy boiling breaft, 

And Thsbe tarrying in a Mulberry ſhade, 

His Dagger drew and dyed. For all the reſt. 

Let Lyon, Moon-fhine, Wall, and Lovers twaing 

At large diſcourſe, while here they do remajn, 

['Exennt all but Wall, 

Dwke. I wonder if the Lyon be to ſpeak? 


2. Lord. No wonder, my Lord, one Lyon may, when ma- 
ny Aﬀes dos 


Wall, In this ſame Interlude it doth befall 
That I, one S»sg, ( by name) preſent a Wall, 
And ſuch a Wall as I would.have you think 
As had init a cranned hole or chink, 

Through which the Lovers, Pyramns and Thicke, 
Did whiſper often very ſecretly. | 


This 
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This loam, this rough-calt, and this tone doth ſhow 

That I am that ſame wall the truth is ſo, 

And this the Cranny is right and (iniſter, 

Through which the fearful lovers are to whiſper. . 
Dake. Would you delire lime, and hair to ſpeak better, 
2, Lor. Itis the wittielt partition that ever I heard diſ- 

courſe my Lord. 

D#kes. Pyrams:s draws near the wall, Silence —— 


Exter Pyramus. 


Pyra, O Grim look night 1 O night with hue ſo black ? O 
night which ever art when day is not. 
O night, O night, alack, alack, alack, 
I fear my T'sby's promile is forgot ; 
And thou © wall thou ſweet and lovely wall, 
That ſtands between her fathers ground and mine, 
ThouWall, O Wall, O ſweet and lovely Wall 
Shew me thy Chink to blink through with mine eyes. 
Thanks Curteous Wall ; Jeve ſhield thee well for this. 
Bat what ſee 1? No 7h:4b3 do 1 ſee. 
O witched Wall through whom I ſeen bliſs - 
Curkſt be thy (tones for thus deceiving me. 
D#ks. Tae Wall me-thinks being ſenſible ſhould curſe 
Again, 
Gam N9 in truth,Sir,he ſhould not. Deceiving we, 
Ts Thisbies Ces ſhe is to enter, and 1am to (ſpy 
Her through the Wall, you ſhall ſee it will fal's 
Enter Thisby- 
Pat,ns 7 rold you; yender ſhe comes, 
Thich, O Wall full often baſt thou beard my moanes 
For parting my fair P37 azzps and me. ' 
My Cherry lips have ofzeq kilt che ſtones, 
Thy ſtones with Lime, anf-Hlair knit up. iq thee. | 
Pyra, T hear 8 voice, Now will I to the Chiok 
To ſpy if I can ſeemy Thisbigs face. Thusby. 
This, My love, thou art my love think. 
Pyra, Think what thou wiltyl am thy lovers Grace, 
And like Limaxder am 7 truſty ſtill, 


This. And1 like Holextill che fates me kill: 
| F 2 Pyras Not 
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Pira, Not Thafals:s to Procrut was ſo true. 
This, As Shalafus to Precras | to yore 
Pira., O kiſs me though the hole of this vile Wall. 
This. I kiſs the Wall bole, not your lips at al'. * 
P;ra, Will thou at Ni»nies romb meet me Riraight way > 
This. Tide life,tide death,I'le come without delay. 

[ Exeunt Pir, and Thisly, 
Wall. Thus bave 1 Wall my part diſcharged ſo, 

[ Exit Wall, 
D-ke, Nowis the Moral down between the two neigh- 
bouts. 


2. Lor, No remedy, my Lord, when Walls are ſo wilfull.. 


D#rch, This is the lilliett tuff that ever I heard. 

D#ke. The beftin this kind are but ſhaddows, and the 
worſt no worſe, if imagination amend thew, 

D«:ch. It muſt be your imagination then, not theirs, 

Dxke. If we imagineno worſe of them then they of them- 
ſelves, they may paſs for excellent men, Herecomes two no- 
ble Beaſtsin, a Man and a Lyon, - 


Enter Lyon and Moon-ſhine. 


Lyon, You Ladies, you whoſe gentle hearts do fear 
The monſtrous Mouſe that creeps on floor z 
May now perchence both quake and tremble here, 

When Lyon rough in wildeſt rage doth roar. 
Then know that I, one S»wg, the Joyrer am, 
A Lyon ſeit, or elſeno Lyons dam ; 

For if I ſhould as Lyon comeinfirife 

Into this place, *twere-pity of my Life, 

Dwke. A very gentle Beaſt, and of a good Conſcience. 

2. Lord, The very beſt at a Beaſt,my Lord,that ever 1 ſaw. 

2. Lord. This Lyon is.a very Fox for his Valour, 

D«ke. True, and a Gooſe for' his diſcretion. 

2. Lord. Not ſo, my Lord, for his Valour cannot carry his 
diſcretion, and the Fox carries the Gooſe. : 

Dzke, His diſcretion I am ſure cannot carry his Valour, 
for the Gooſe carries not the Fox, It is well, leave it to 
his diſcretion. , | 

- ; een. This Larithorn doth the horned Moon preſent, 
git ade + | 2, Lord, He 
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2. Lord. He ſhould have worn the horns on his head. 

D#ke. He is no Crefgent, and his Horns are inviſible with- 
in the circumference. 

Moog. This Lanthorn doth the horned Moon preſent ; my 
ſelf the man i'th” Moon doth ſeem to be. 

Dskg. This-is the greatet error of all the reſt, the man 
ſhould be put in the Lanthorr, bow is he elſe the the man in 
the Moon. 

2, Lord. He daresnot come in there for the Candle, for 
you ſee *ris already in ſnuff. . 

D#tch. 1 am weary of this Moon, would he would change. 
Dxkg. lt appears by his ſmall light of Diſcretion, that 
isin the wain: butyetin courtelie in all reaſon we muſt ſtay 

the time. 

1, Lord, Proceed, Moon. 

Moon, All that Irhave to ſay, is, to tell you that the Lar= 
thorn is the Moon, I the manin the Moon, this thorn-buſh 
my Buſh, and this Dog my Dog, | 

2, Lord, Why, all theſe ſhould be in the Lanthorn, for 
they are in the Moon, Bur lilence, here comes Thisbe, 


Enter Thisbe, 
This, This isold Ninwes Tomb : where is my Love? 
Lyon, Oh —- [ The Lyon roars, Thisbe runs off. 


1. Lord. VVell roar'd, Lyon, 

Duke. VVell run, Thriby, - 

D=tch.  V Vell ſhone, Moons Truly the Moon ſhines with 
a £00d g1 ace» ; 

Dxke, VVell mouz'd, Zyor. 

2, Lord, And then came Pyramss. = 

1. Lexd, And ſo the Lyon vaaiſhe. - 


Exter Pyramus, 


Pyra, Sweet Moon, I thank thee for thy Sunny beam, . 
I thank thee, Moon,for ſhining now ſo bright, 
For by thy gracious, goloers glittering (treams 
I truſt to talte of trueſt T bisbes ſight, I 
ButRtay : O ſpight ! But mark, poor Knight ;.. 
Wha 
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What dreadful dole is here? 

Eyes do youſee ! How can it be 

Odainty Duke! O dear! 

Thy Mantle good ; what, Rain'd with bloog, 

Approach youFaries fell, 

© O Fates come, come, cut thread and thrum ; 

Quail, cruſh, conclude, and quell. |; 
Dxkg. This paſſion, and the Death of a dear Friend would 

go near to make a man look fad. | 
Datch. Beſhrew my beart but I pity the man. 
Pyra. O wherefore, Nature, didſt thou Lyons frame ? 

Since Lyon wild hath here defloured my dear, 

Which is, no, no, V Vhich was che faireſt Dame 

That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that look'd with chear. 

Come, tears, confound ; out, ſword, and wound 

The pap of Pyrarps: ; | | 

], that left pap, where heart doth hap, 

Thus eye I thus, thus, thus, 

Nowl am dead, now 1 am fled, my ſoul is in the sky, 

Tongue, loſe thy light, Moon, take thy flight, 


Now dye, dye, dye, dye, dye. 
2. Lord, Nodye, but an Ace for him, for he's but one. 
I. Lord. Leſs then an Ace, man, for he's dead,he's nothing. 
D#ke. With the help of a Surgeon he might yet recover, 
and prove an Aſs. | 
D#tch. How chance Moon-fhine is gone before. 
[ Thisbe comres back, and finds ber ſlain Lover. 


Enter Thisbe. 


D#ke. She finds him by Rar-light. 
Here ſhe comes, and ber paſſion ends the Play. 
D#:ch, Me-thinks ſhe ſhould not uſe a long one, for (ich a 
Pyramas, 1 hope ſhe will be brief, | 
2, Lord, A Moth will turn the balance, wich Pramas, 
which Th: be is the better. 
I, Lord, She hath ſpyed him already with thoſe ſweet e; «-, 
2. Lord, And thus ſhe means, Yigel:cer, 


This, Aſleep, my Love ? What, dead, my Love? 
O 


Exit Moon (hine, 
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O Pyramns, ariſe : | 
Speak, ſpeak. Quite dumb? Dead, dead? a Tomb 


Muſt _— a =_ eyes. 
Theſe Lilly Lips, tiri _ Noſe, 
Theſe yellow Coup Cheeks 
Are gone, are gone ;. Lovers make moan, 
His eyes were as green as Leeks, 
O Siſters three, come, come ta me 
With hands as pale as milk, 
Lay them in gore, lince you have ſhore E 
With ſhears his thread of (ilk. 
Tongue not a word ; Come, truſty Sword, 
Come, blade, my breaſt ezbrue, 
And farewell Friends, thus T hisbe ends. 
Adieu, Adieu, Adieu. 
Dwukys. Moon-(hize and Lyon areleft to bury the Dead, 


2. Lord, 1, and #all too. 
Bot. No, I affure you the Wall is down that parted their 


Fathers. Will it pleaſe you to ſee the Epilogue, or to hear a 
Burgo-mark Dance between two of our , 


alone. 
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| THE 
Cheater Cheared. 
The Names of the Acors, 
Two Gentlemer. 
Maſter Malligrnb, A Viatner, 
Cocledemoy. "A Knaviſhly witty City Companion. 
Maſter Burniſh. A Goldſmith. 
Lyonil', 'His Man, 
Holifernes Rain-ſcure, A Barbers Boy, 
Miſtreſs Mulligrub, 
Mary Favugh, An O!d Woman. 
Tbree Watchmen. 


0” SUE 


Enter two Gentlemen, and Mr, Mulligrub. 


A Y , comfort, my good Hoſt Shark, my 
good Mnlligrub, 

2. Gent, Advance thy ſnout, do not ſuffer thy ſorrowful ” 
Noſeto drop on thy Spam& Leather Jerken, moſt hardly ho- 
neſt Mulligrub, 

1. Gent, What, cogging Cocledemoy is run away with a 
Ne of goblets; true, what then? They will be hammer'd | 
out well enough, I warrant you. 

_ 4411. Sure, ſome wiſe man would find them out preſently, 

I, Gent, Yes ſure, if we could find out fome wiſe man ' 
pre eatly. 

2, Gent, How was the Plate loft > How did it vaniſh? 

I, Gert. In moſt (ſincere proof thus : That man of much 
money; ſome wit, but leſs honeſty , cogging Cocledemoy , 
comes this Night late into my Hoſt 4ſs//igrnbs Tavern bere, 
calls for a Room, the Houſe being full, Cec/edemoy conſorted 
with his moveable Cattle, his inftrament of — a 


Is Gent, 
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'Bawd, Miſtreſs ary Fangh, are imparlar'd next the ſtrege, 
good Poultrey was their Food, Black-bird, Lark, Weod- 
cock, and mine Hoſt here, comes in, crys God dleſs you, and + 
departs. A Blind Harper enters ; craves Audience, unca- 
ſeth, plays, the Drawer tor Female privateceſs ſake is nodded 
out, who, knowing that whoſoever will hit the mark of pro- 
fit, maſt, like thoſe that ſhoot in Rone Bows, wink with one 
Eye, grows blind a the rightſide, and departs. 

2, Gent, He ſhall anſwer for-that winking with ove Eye at 
the laſt day. | 

1: Gent, Let him have day till then, and be will wink with 
both his Eyes. 

2, Gent, Cocledemoy perceiving none inthe Room but the 
blind Harper ( whoſe Eyes Heaven had ſhut up from behold- 
ing wickedneſs ) unclaſpes a Caſement to the ſtreet very pa- 
tiently, pockets up three Boles unnaturally, thruſts his Wench 
forth the Window, and himſelf moſt-prepoſteroufly with his 
heels forward follows, ( the unſeeing Harper plays on) bids 
theempty Diſhes, and theTreacherous” Candles much good 
do them : The Drawer- returns, but-out alas, not onely the 
Birds, but alſo the Neſt of Goblers were; flown away ; la- 
ments are rais d. 

'I, Gent, V Vhich did not pierce the Heavens, 
2. Gent. The Drawers moan, 
Mine Hoſt doth cry, the Boles are gone, 
Mal, Hic fims Priams. | 
- 1. Gent, Nay, be not» Faw-fall'n, 'my moſt ſharking Af«/- 
{igrab, | 
: 2, Gent. "Tis your jaſt afiition, remember the ſins of the 
Sellar, and repent, repent. , : | 
Mwl. 1 am not Jaw-fall'n, but I will hang the Conry- 
catching Coc/edemsyy, and there's'an end o't, | Exennt, 
Enter Cocledemoy, a»4d Mary Faugh. ' 
Codle, Mary, Mey Pangh. © 
Mer," Hem. | | 

Cocle, Come, my worthipful, rotten, rough-bellied Bawd, 
ha my blew tooth'd Patrons of Natural wickefinels, give me 

the Goblets. 

Mar. By yet and. by nay, Maſter Cos/edewvoy, [1 fear 
you'l play the Knave, and feſtore them. | 

G - Coco No, 
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Cele, No, by the Lord Aunt, Reftitution is Catholique, 
»Gd thou knowelt we love. 

Mar. V Vat? 

Coele, Oracies are ceaz'd i T empas preteritum, do'it hear, 
my worſhipful gliſter-pipe, thou ungodly fire that burnt Dz- 
ann's Temple, do'lt hear, Bawd ? 

Mar. In very good truchneſs you are the fouleſt mouth'd, 
prophane railing rother, call a VYVoman the moſt ungodly 
names: 1 muit confeſs, we all eat of the forbidden Fruit, and 
for mine own part, though I am one of the Family of Love, 
and, as they ſay, « Bawd that covers the multicudg of {ivs, 
yet I truſt 1 am nene of the wicked that eat Fith a Fry - 
daye*. 

Cocle. Hang toaſts, 1 rail at thee, my worſhipful Organ 
. bellows that fills the pipes, my fine, ratling, leery cough 

a the lungs, and cold with a Pox, I rail at thee, what, my 
right . precious panders, ſupporters of Barber-Smrgeons, and 
5. cola of lotinns and dyet drink : I rail at thee, neceflary 
damnation, I'le make an Oration, I, in praiſe ot the molt 
Courtly faſhion, and moſt pleafurable funttis, I. 

, Mar. Tygrechee do, I love to have my felf prais'd, as well 
as any old Tide, 1. as | 

Cocle. Lift theo, a Bawd ; firſt, for her profeſſion, or vo- 
cation, it is moſt worſhipful of all the twelve Companies, fos, 
8s that Trade is moſt honourable that ſells the beſt Commo- 
dities ; as the Draper is more worſkipful then the Point-ma- 
ker, the Silk-man more worſhipſu] then che Draper, and the 
Goldſmith more honourable'then both, Liutle Mey : Sothe 
Bawd above all, -her ſhop has the beſt ware, for where theſe 
ſell but Cloath, Sxttins, and Jewels, the ſell; divine Virtues, 
as Virginity, Modefly, and ſuch rare Jems, and thoſe not 
kke a petty Chapman, by retail,. þut like a great Merchant, 
by whole Sale ; wa, he, ho, and whoare her Cuſtomers, not 
baſe Corn-cutters, or Sow-gelders,, but molt. rare wealthy 
Knights, and moſt rare bountiful Lords are her Cuſtomers : 
Again, where as no Trade or Vocation proficeth, but by the 

$and difpleaſure of another ; as the Merchant thrives not 
but by the licentiouſneſs of giddy Youth, end upſerled, the 
Lawyer, but by the vexation of bis Client, the Phylicisn but 
by the maladies of his Patient, onely my-ſmourh gum'd Bawd 
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lives by others pleafure,and onely grows rich by atheri ci 
O merciful - 4 righteous ih-come- So much og 
Vacation, Trade, and Life; as for their Death, bowcan it 
be bad, lince their wickedneſs is alwayes before their eyes, 
and a deaths head moſt commonly on their middle finger, To 
conclude, 'tis molt certain they muſtneeds both live well, and 
eye well, fince moſt commonly they live in Clearky»-well,and 
dye in Bridewell, D:rxi Mary, © | | Exennt, 
Enter Cocledemoy, and firſt, Gentleman. 
1. Gent, Maiter Cotledensoy, mt wales domint ? 
Cocle, Ago tibs gratias my worſhipful Friend, how does 
your Friend ? | 
I, Gent, Out, you Raſcal. | 
Cocle, Hang toalts, you are an Aſc, much a your worſhipe 
brain lyes in your Calves —— bread a God boy, I was at ſu 
per laſt night with a new wean'd bulchin, bread 8 God, dru 
horribly drunk, there was a V Vench, one Frank Fra:lty, « 
punk, an honeſt pole=cat, of a clean In-ſtep, ſound 
thigh, and the nimble Devilin ber buttock, ah figlh « g 
when ſaw you T:ſefeir, -or Maſter Cagsrtnre, that victng ; 
Gallant of a good draught, common cuſtomer, fortunate im- 
pudence, and ſound fart? p | 
1. Gent, Avy, Rogue, X 
_ Hang tpalts, wy fine Boy, my Cotnpanions are 
W | . bu p , 
t. Gent, Yes, 1 hear you ace caken up with Scholars and 


Church-men. 
Exter Holifernes the Barber. o | 
Cocle, Onanquan te ww ee fili my fine Boy, does your wor- 
hip want a Barber-Surgeon ? 43 
1. Gent, Farewell, Knave, beware the 2ulligrabs, 
bag "£530 Oe | [Ea Gentlenyar, 
Cicte, Let the Maligrhbr 'haware the Knaye;, what, « 
Birbec-9urgeon, my dilicatt Boy?" | i 
- Holif, Yes, Sir, an Apprentice to Surgery, 


My HJ 


Cocle, *Tis, my fine Boy, to what Bawdy Houſe does your 
Maſter belong ? VVhat's thy Name? 2s ht 
|'Hol, Hohfernes Rain-ſeure. . | | 
. Cocle.\ Rkin-ſcare ? Good M. Holiferner, 1 deſire your filt-" 
theracquaintance, nay, prey = be cover's, my fine Boy, - [1 
2 2 .. Wy 
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thy Itch, and heal thy Scabs, is thy Maſter rotten ? - 
Hol. My Father, torſooth, is dead. 
Cocle, And laid in his grave, 


Aut, what comfort ſhall Peggy then have? 
ol, 


Ou. 
Cocle, Mothers Son, a good witty Boy,. would live to read 
an Homily wel, ardto whom are you now going ? - 


Hol. Marty, torſooth, to trim Mr. Asl:grub the Vintner. 


Cocle, Do you know Maſter Mnligrub? 
Hel. My Gad-father, forſooth, 


Cocle, Good Boy, hold up thy chops, I pray thee do one. 


thing for me, my name is Gadgeon, | 
of, Good Maſter Gudgeoy, - | C 
Cocle, Lend me thy Biſon, Razor, and Apron... 
Hol. O Lord, Sir. , 
Cocle, 'V Vell ſpoken, good Engliſh, but what's thy Fitt-- 
niture worth ?- 
Hol. O Lord, Sir; I know nor. 


' Cacle, V Vell ſpoken, a Boy of a good wit; hold this pawns. 


where'doſt dwell? ' 
_ Hol. "At the ſign of the three Razors, Sir. 

Coc, Align of good ſhaving, my cataſtrophonical fine boy, 
Lhave an od jeſt to trim Mr. f{all;grub tor a wager, a jeft, 
boy, a dumour, I'lereturn thy things preſently, hold. . 

. Hol. V Vat mean you; Mr, Gadgeen * | 
Coc. Nothing faith, but « jeſt, Boy, drink that,.1'le recoih 
preſently. | S, 
Hol, You't not ſtay long. 
" Coc. As I am an honeſt man, the three Razors, 

Hel. ], Sir, [ Exit Holifernes. 

Coc, Good, anditf I'ſhave not Maſter Mulligrnb,. my wit- 
hasn9 edge, and 1 go-cack in my pewter, let me ſee, a Bar. 
ber, my {curvy tongue will diſcover me, I muſt diſſemble, 
mult diſguiſe, for my beard my falſe hair, for my Tongue, 
Spaxiſh, Dxtch, or Welch; no, a Northern Barber, V Vidow 
Sore fowres man, well, newly entertain'd, right, ſo, hang 
toaſts, all Cards have white backs, and all Kraves would ſeem 
to have white Breaſts, { *, pragend, now worſhipful Cocledemroy, 

\ Exit Cocledemoy in his Barbers F urnitare, . 


E utev- 


..None but me, Sir, that's my Mothers Son I affure- 
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Enter Maſter dolor, and Miſtreſs Mulligrub, fre 
; with a bag of Money. 

Miſt, Mnil. Itis right, 1 = you, juſt &freerypounds. 

Mull, Well, Cocledemoy, *tis thou that puttelt me to this 
charge, -but and I catch thee, I'te charge chee with as many 
Irons; well, is the Barber come, I'le be trim'd, and then to 
Cheap-fide, to buy a fair piece of Plate to furniſh the loſs; is 
the Barber come ? 

Miſt, Mnul. Truth, Husband, ſurely Heaven is not pleas'd 
with our Vocation ; we do wink at the (ins of our People, our 
Wines are Proteſtants, and 1 ſpeak it to my grief, and to the 
burden of my Conſcience,we try fiſh with ſalt butter. | Exe. 

AMrll, Go look to your buſineſs, mend the matter, and- 
ſcore falſe with a vengeance. f 

Enter Cacledemoy like 4 Barber, 
Welcome, Friend, whoſe man ? 

Cor, Widdow Rain-ſenres man, an't (ball pleaſe your good 
worſhip, my name's Andrew Shark.. 

Mull. How does my god-ſon, good Axdrew ? | 

Coe, Very well, be's gone to trim Mr, Qu:icqmd ous Pare 
ſon, hold up your Head. 

Mull. How long have you been a Barber, Andrew? . 

Cor. Not long, Sir ; this two year. 

Hull, What,and a good Work-man already ? I dare ſcarce 
traſ'my head to thee, 

Coc, O fear not, we ha pol'd better men then you, we learn 
the Trade very quickly, will your good worſhip be ſhaven or 


cut ? 
nll. As you will ; what Trade did(t live by before thou - 


turneſt Barber, Andrew ? | : | 
Cor. I was a iPddlerin Gorrmamy but my Colnmtrey-men 

thrive better by this trade. | 
Maul), What's the newes Barber? Thow art ſometimes at - 


Court. 
Coc. Sometimes pole a Page, or ſo, Sir: 
" Mull, And what's the news, how do all my good Eprds; 7 


and-all my good Ladies, and all the reſt of My acyuain== 
tance ? 


*Coc. What an arrogant Knave's- this, I'le acquaintance 
{ He fpyeth the bag ;. 


ye. 
(*tis caſh) ſay ye, Sir ? Mull, And. 
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Mull. And what news, whit news, good Andrew ? 

Cec, Marry, Sir, you k30w the Conduit at Greenwich,and 
the under holes thac ſpowe up water. 

Axll, Very well, I was wath'd there one day, and ſo was 
my Waite, you might have wrung he ſarock i'raith 3 but what 
a thole boles ? 

Cee, Thus, Sir, out of thoſe little holes, in the midſt of 
the Night, crawl'd out four and twzncy hage, horcible, mon- 
trons, teartul, devouring —— 

Alull, Biefs us! 

Core Serpents, which no ſooner were beheld, but they 
turn'd to:'Mail ffs which howl'd, thoſe msfliffs inftantly tury'd 
to' Cocks which crow'd, thoſe Gocks in a moment were 
chang'd to Bears which roar'd ; which Bears are at this hour 
to be yet ſeen in P.r.: Girdey, living upon nothing but toſted 
Cheele and green Onions, 

Mull. By the Lord, and this may be, my Wife and I will 
go ſee them, this portends ſomething. 

Coe, Yes, worſhipful Fieſt, thou'lt feel what it portends-by 
and by, , 

Mull, And what more news? You ſhave the World, eſpe- 
cially you Barber-Surgeons, yon know the ground of many 
things, you are cunning privy ſearchers, by the maſs you 
ſcoure all : what more news ? be 

Coc, They ſay, Sir, that 25. couple of Spaniſh Jennets are 
to be ſeen hand in hand dance the old meaſures, whilſt (ix 
goodly Flaunders Mares play to them 00 a noyſe of flutes, 

Mull, O monſtrous! this is a lye a my word, nay, and this 
be not a lye, I ata no fool I warrant; nay, make 8n Aſs of 
Me ONCe =— 


R Cec. Shut your Eyes cloſe, wink, ſure, Sir, this Ball, yijl 


make you ſmart. 
Mull, 1 do wink, 
} Coc., Your Head will take cold, 
[ Cocledemoy puts #n 4 Coxcewb ox Mulligrubs Head 
I will nn on your good worſhips Night-cap, whilſt I ſhave 
you ; 10, 
and Cocledemoy munch. 
Mull, Ha, ba, ha ; 25. couple of Spamſh Jennets to dapgg 
the old meaſures. Andrew makes my worſhip laugh, a, 


mum : hang toaſts, faugh, viah, ſparrows wult peck, . 


UMI 


UMI 


The Cheater Cheated. 47 
dot take me for an Aſs, Andrew? Dot know one Cocledemuy 
in Town? He made me an As lait Night, but Ile Als him ; 
arc thoa free, Andrew ? Shave me well, I ſhall be oneot the 
common Councel ſhortly, and then, Azdrew, why 4rndrew, 
Andrew, doit leave me inthe ſuds? Cantat. 
Why Andrew, I hall be blind with winking. Ha, Andrew, 
Wite, Andrew; what means this > Wife, my money, Wife. 

E mer Miftireſs Mulligrut. 

Miftreſs Mu". What's the noiſe with you ? What ayl you? 

M, Mns!. Where's the Barber ? 

Mrs. Mos/. Gone, 1 ſaw him depart long lince ; why, are 
you not trim's 2 

M, 4s/. Trim'd ; O, Wife, I am ſhav'd ; did you take 
hence the money ? 

Mrs, M«/. I toucht irnot, as I am Religious . 

M, A. O Lord, I have wink'd fair, ; 

Emer Holifernes. 

Ho!. 1 pray, God-Father, give me your Bleſſing, 

M, Ml. O, Holifernes ; O, where's thy mother's Andrew? + 

Hol, Bleſſing, God-Farher. 

M. M»/, The Devil choak thee; where's Andrew, thy 
mothers man ? | 

Hol, My Mother hath none ſuch, forſooth. 

Mwl. My money, 15. lo plague of all Ardrews ; who waſt 
tr. m'd me? 

Hol. 1 know not, God-Father, only one met me, as I wis 
coming to you, and borrowe4 my Furniure, a5 he (gid, tor a 
jeſt ſake. 

Mw. What kind of Feliow? at | 

Ho!, A thick, elderly, itub-earded Fellow, 

M/. Coclederroy, Coctedemoy, raile all the wiſe men, inthe - 
ftreer, Ile hang bim with qune own han<s: O, Wrir, ſome 
Roſa-Solts, 

Met, Mu/,, Good Husband take-comfort in the Lord, T'le 
play the D:vil, but TI'le recover it, have a good Conlciencty 
"Us b1t'a weeks cnrting 10 the Term. 

Ml, 0 Wife, O Wife t © Fack, how does tay. mother ? - 
Is (hicre any Fillers in the Hove ? Ys 

Mrs, Mu, Yes. M. Creates roile, 

My/,! Bid em play,lugh,make merry, caſt up my. nconges 

| or 
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tor Ile go hang my ſelf prelently, I will nor curſe, but a pox 
on Coclederry, he has pol'd and ſhav'd me, he has trim'd me. 
| Exeunt. 

Enter Maſter Garniſh, a»d Lionel : Wafer Miiligrub 

-with a ſtanding Cup in one hand, and an Obi 194 104 118 

"the other, Coclecemoy ſtands at the other door diſ- 
94 ſed like a French Pedler ,and over-hears thers, 

Ms«/. 1 am not at this time furniſhed, bur there's my Bynd 
for your Plate. : 

Gar. Your Bll had been ſufficient, yare a good man, a 
ſtanding Cup, parcel gilt, of-32 O.nces, 1x pound, 7 thil- 
lings,the firit of Fly, good Plate, good mait, good day, good 
all, 

Al, 'Tis my hard Fortune, 1 will hang theKvave ; no, 
firſt he ſhall half rot in Fetters in the Ducgeon, higgConſci- 
ence made deſpairtul, 1'le hire a Knave a purpoſe, ſhall aflure 
him he is damn'd, and after ſee him wich mine own eyes, 
hang'd without ſinging any Pſalm. Lord, that he -has but 
gae Neck, . . 

Gar. You are too Tyrannous, you'l uſe me no further, 

AMsl. No, Sir, lend*me your Servant, onely to carry the 
Plate home ; I have occalion of an hours abſence. 

Gar. Withealie conſent, Sir, haſt and be careful. 

[ Exit Garniſh. 

Mal. Be very careful, I pray thee, to my Wives own 
hands. 

Lie». Secure your ſelf. 

AMnl. To her own hand. 

Lioz, Fear: not, I have deliveredgreater things then this, 
to a Womans own hand. 6 The 

Ce. Monſieur, pleaſe you to buy atine dilicate Ball,ſweet 
Ball, a Camphyr Ball. 

Mxl. Prethee away- ; 

Cec, One a Ball to ſcour, a ſcouring Ball, a Ball to be 
ſhaved. 

M#/. For the. love of God talk not of ſhaving, I have 
been ſhaved, miſchief and a 1000 Devils ceaſe him, Fhave 


been ſhaved. [Exit Mullig, 
Cos. The Fox grows fat when ie is curſed, 1 muſt draw a 
Lot for the great Goblet. [ = it, 
ter 
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Emer Noftreſs Mulligrab, pe L7" 
my delivers it, and Exit. 
Emer Cacledemoy. | | 
Coc, Fair hour to you, Miſtreſs, | 
Mrs. Ms/, Fair hour, fine term, faich Ile ſcore irup mon, 
2 beautiful he to you, Sir. 

Coc, Your Husband, and my Maſter, Mr: Garniſh, las" 
ſent you a Jole of freſh Salmon, and they both will come to 
Dinner to ſeaſon your new -Cup with the beſt Wine, which 
Cup yous Husband intreats you to ſend back by me, that his 
a may be graved-a the (ide, -which he- forgot before it 
was ſent. 

Mrs. Mw/. By what token, are you ſent by no token ? Ny, 
I have wit. 

.Coc.: He ſent me by the ſame token, that he was dry ha- 
ved this morning. 

Mrs.” Ms/. A ſad token, but true, here, Sir, I 
commend me to your Mafter, I to your 
tell chem they ſhall be moſt cincerely welcome. . 


Coe, Shall be moſt ſincerely welcome, worſhipful P Nm 
207, lurk cloſe, hang toaſts, be not sſhamed of thy Quality, 
every mans turd ſmells well in's own Noſe, vaniſh Foyſt. 


[ Exit, 
Emer Mrr. Mulligrub, with Servants and Furniture 
. or the T able. 
Mrs. Mwl.. Come, ſpread theſe Table. Diaper Napkins, 
Enter Maſter Milligrub. 


Mrs, What,are they come ? 

Mul, Come, who come? 

Mri. You need not mak'cſo ſtrange. 

Anl. - range? 

Hrs. 1, \trange, you know no'man that ſent me word, 
that he and his Wife would come to dinner to me, and ſent this 
Jole of freſh Salmon before hand ? + 

Mul. Peace, not 1, peace, the meflenger hath miſtaken 
the Houſe, let's eat it upquickly before it be exquir'd for [ 
fit to it ſome Vinegar, quick, ſome good luck yet, faith, : 
never taſted Salmon reliſht better, oh when a man feeds-at 


other mens coft, 
H ; Mrs. Other 
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Mrs. Oxhec meny colt? Why, did bet you edt this Jole 
of Salmon ? | | 

Mal. No. | 

Ari. By Maſter Garni/b man? 


| . No. L | Mp iv] 
Mr:. Sending me wore, that he and his Wife would come- 


to:Dinner t@ Mce- 
Mw. No,.no. 
Mrs, To ſeeſon my new Boul ? 
Mal. Bowl? 


Mx4- And withal witi'd me toſend the Boul back > 
Ms/, Back? 


My-> {That you might have -yeur: Arms grav'd on the (ide ?: 


Musl. Hi? 


Mhv. By the ſame token yau-were dry ſhaven this motning | 


before you went forth, 

Mal. Pal, how this Salmon Rinks. | 

Moy And fencthe Boul back, prepared Din- 
ner : Nay, and I keatnot-+brair. - 

Ma. Wife, do not vex-me; is the Boul gone, is it de- 
liver'd?2 ' prmay. 

Ms. Deliver'd ? yes ſure, 'tis deliver'd. . 


Ms/., 1 will| never more ſay my prayers, do not make me - 


mad, *ris common, let me not cry like a Woman; is it 
6 Mrs. Gone ? God is my-witneſs, I delivered it with no 


Jatentiof.to be couzen'd!on't, - then the Child new born, and ' 


yet —- 

Ms/. Look to my Houſe, 1am haunted with evil Spirits ; 
hear me, do, hear me, if I havenot my Goblet again, Vie 
g0 to the Devil, I'le to a Conjurer ; look to my Houſe, 1'le 
raiſe all the wiſe men i'th' ſtreet. . 

Mrs, Detiver tus, what words are theſe} 1 truſt in God he 


is-but drunk fare, 
Emer Cocledemoy. - 


Coe. 1 muſt have the Salmon to worſhip Cocledewoy, now. 


far the.maſter-piece, God bleſs thy Neck-piece, and Fomre, 
fair Miſtreſs, my Maſter — 
Mrs. Have I caught you, what Roger ? 


Cor, Peace, good Miltreſs, 1'le tell you all, a jeft, a very: 


meer 


| Ex. 
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-meer jeſt, your Husband onely took ſport to. fright you, the 
; Boul's at my Maſter:, and there is your Husband, who ſent 
me in all haſte; left you ſhould be over-frighted with his 
feigning, to entreat you come'to Dinner to him. . © ! 

Mrs. Praiſe Heaven it is no worſe. 

Cec. And deſired me, to de{rz you to ſend the Jole of 
Salmon before, and your ſelf to come after to them, 'my Mi- 
ſtreſs would be right glad to ſee you. 

Mr-. I pray carry its and now thank them intirely :' Bleſs 

-me, I was never ſo outof myskin in my Like z pray'thank 
your Miſtreſs mott inticely. 

Cec, So now Fige, worſhipful Mall Fangh and I will 
mounch, Cheaters and Bawds go together like > 
wringing. 

Mrs. Beſhreg his heart for bis Labour, how ko. thing 

. about me quivers; what, Chrifiav, my Hat add Apron ; 
here, take my ſleeves, and bow:luvemble 3 ſo, Ile golf it 
now for't, that's certain, heredss been Revolutions and 


. res indeed. 
Emer Mulligrub. 
Adul, Whither now > Whar's the matter mich you;now ? 
- Whither ace you a gadding?-. - 

P1ri, Come, come, play. the .Fool no-wlore; wall you 
g0? 
Mal. Whicher, in the rank nimeof madneſs, whither ? 

Mr, Whither > Why, to Maſter Gawd, wen ole 
+of Saſmon ; Lord, howttrange you make ie! 

Adnl. Wey-(o, why'fo? : 

Mr. Whey (a; ara did not you ſend che felf- func Fel 
4ow'for the Jole of Salmon, that had the Cup? + * 

Mvnl. 'Tuwell, yisvery well. 

Are, TE WII art ey wich you at. the Gold- 
ſmith, +| 

- Ml. 011 artinithy rig he wigs 2 +1 © 

Mrs, -Do you here, dec Bod of ſoine body viſe, nod 


_=_ make an Aſs of mt, I'le make an Ox of you, do you 


ſee 
Mal, Nay, Wife, be patient, fae look you, A may. be 
mad, or drunk, or ſo; .formine own part, :thengh gou.can 
-bear more then I, yet 1 a do well; Till ger eucley nor 
| - cares 


$2  Zhe Cheater Cheated. | 
cars I, but Hewen. knows what I think. Come, let's go 
hear ſome muſick, / will never more ſay my prayers : Let's 
go hear ſome doleful muſick : nay, if Heaven _ to prof- 
per Knaves, Fie gono more to the Synagogue. Now / am 
. diſcomented, I'le turn Seary, that is faſhian. 
[-Exennt, 


Wo, ha, ho. ; [ Cocle. within. 
Evter-Mulligrub. 
Mml, It was his voice, 'cis he : He ſups with his cupping 
laſſes. 'Tis late, be muſt paſs this way : I'le ha him, 1'le 
a my fine Boy, my worſhipful Cocledemoy, Vie moy him; 
he ſhall be hang'd in lowſie linnen, Ile hire ſome Sectary to 
make him an Heretick before he .dye ; and when he is dead 
I'te piſs on his Grave. 
. _ —_ N WF 
Coc. Ah, my fone puncks, wht, Fr ra:lty,frail 
a Frail-Hall. nes, a7 4 ? 8 
Mvu!, Ware palling and having, Sir. 
Coc, A wolf, a wolf, a wolf”9 | Exit Cocledemoy, 
Leaving bis Cloak behind hims* 
. Mw, Here's ſomething yet, a Cloak, a. Cloak, yet 1'le 
aſter, he cannot ſcape the Watch, .I'le: hang hin if I have 
any. mercy, Ple ſlice bim. |  [ Exit. 
Exter Cocledemoy. 
Conft. Who goes there? Come before the Conſtable. 
'Cec. Bread a God, Conſtable, you are a Watch for the 
Devil, honeſt men- are rob'd under your Noſe; there's a 
falſe Knave in the habit of a Vintner, ſet upon me, he would 
kave had my Purſe, but 1 rook.me:to my heels : . Yet he 
got my Cloak, a plain tuff. Cloak, poor, -yet *cwill ſerve 
to hang him. *Tis my loſs, poor man that Iam. 
Enter. Mulligrub r#u»i»g with Cocledemay's Cloak, 
2. Maſters, we muſt watch bertery -is't not ſtrange, that 
Knaves, Drunkards, and Thieves ſhould be abroad, and yet 
we of the Watch, Scriveners, Smiths, and Taylors never 


1, Heark, who goes there ? 
Mult, Aohoneſt man, and a Citizen. 


| 2. Appear r;, what are you?:. 
: /I8. Abmple. Viawer, 


I. A 


The Cheater Cheated. | 53 
/ 7; A Vintner, ha, and ſimple ; draw nearer, draw nearer « 
Here's the Cloak. 

2.1,maſter Vintner,we know you;s plain ſtuff Cloak; Tis it. 

1- Right, come: Oh thou varlet, doſt not thou know that 
the wicked cannot ſcape the eyes of the Conftable. 

Mxl. What means this violence, as 1 am an honeſt man, I 
rook the Cloak. 

1+ As you are a Knave, you took the Cloak, we are your 

1 for that. . « 

Ma/. But hear me, hear me, I'le tell you what 1 am. 

-L, A Thief you are. 

Axl. I tell you my Name is Mwl/zprub.” 

1.1 will grub you,in with him tothe | vol let him (iftif 
to morrow morning, that Juſtice Q#ed/ibet may Examine him. 

2. Why but I tell thee, we'l tell thee now.- - 

Mnul, Am I not mad, «m1 not an Aſs? Why ſcabs, Gods- 
foot, ler me ont. 

2, 1, 1, let him prate, he ſhall find matter in us ſcabs 7 
warrant: Gods-ſo, what good members of the Commor- 
wealth do we prove. 6 

1. Prethee peace, lets remember our Duties, and let's go 
ſleepin the fear of God. aw Exeapt. 

Having /:ft Mulligrub 3» the focks, 

Ms/. Who goes there ? /llo, ho, ho: zounds ſhall Irun 
mad, loſe my wits, ſhall t be hang'd 3 heark, who gaes there ? 
Donot fear to be poor Ms/igr»b; thou haſt a fure Rock now. 

»* Eater Cocledeiioy like a Beb- man. 

Coc. The Night lg. £2 
And many a Cuckold is now. Whey ha, he, ho,” 
Maids on their backs, 

Dream of ſweet ſmacks, and warm: 'Wo, ho, ho ho ; 
1 muſt go comfort my venerable Ms/l;grvb, / mult.. 
Fiddle him rif{ hefiſt : fough + . - 

Maids in your Night-rails, 

Look well to your light—— - _ 

Keep cloſe your locks, -.. 

And down your ſmocks, - - 


———— AIP +4 7 £2 p*. v3 
At cloſe thigh ; excellent,. excellent, excellent , bends 
racre?- 


v4 The Cheater Gheated, © 
there? Now Lord, Lord ( maſter M//igrwb) deliver ug, 
what does your worſh p in the ſtocks? / pray come out; Sir. 
Mm,” Zounds mat; tell thee { am lockt, ©. -: | 
Coe, Lockt?; O world, men, O time, O, night, that 
caalt not diſcern virtue and wiſdom, and one of the common 
Councel ; what is your worſhip in for? - | 
AMnl. For ( a plague owt) (uſpition of Felony. . . > .. 
., Coe. Nay, :and.it be but ſuch a.trulle, Lord, / cowld weep 
to ſee your good worſhip in this raking : You worſhip.-has 
been a:go0d/Griend \fo mr, and:though-you bave forgorme, 
yet { knew your Wife before (he was-married,' an lince / 
hare fo:n1 your worſhips Door-open, and { have, knockt, 
and God knows what / havelaved; anddo Llive eo:ſee yaur 
worſhip Rocky 1c i 2 _ . 
Ma, Honelt Bz!l-man, / perceive thou knoweſt me, 
[ prethee call the Warchi', '2+ | 1; EV .« 
inform the Coaoftablebf my Reputation, - - 
That / may no longer abide in this ſhameful habitation, 
And hold thee, all { have about me: [ Groves birs big. Par (c 
- Co, Tis more then / deferve,Sir;let me alone for very. 
Mx/.Do,and then let me alone with C por nag. Moy him. 
Cor, Maidzin dur +> 1:55:41 5! $3.3 1 
Maſter Conſtable, who's that i"th' Racks? 1 41. 4 
1, Oae for Robbery, ane Afai/igreb, fie calls himſelf 
:Mnlligrab z knoweſt thou him ? pv 
Coc, Know bim?>O maſter Conſtable, what good Service 
ha you-deoe ;5 Know hitn?2 He's.« ſtrong +: bis Heae 
has been + wp a Bawdy Tavern's great while, and a 
peceipt for Cut-purſes, 'tis moſt certain; be h6sheen. lang in 
the black book, and is'he tatie vow? a” | 
2. Berlady my maſters we'l not truſt the flogks evith bins, 
we'l have him to che Juſtices, get a mittiwa ro Newgate 
preſently. Come, Sir, cone on, Sir. +, (ig), © \ 
[ The Conſtable dragrioney Malligued, 
Exter Cocledemoy /iky « Serjeihs, 1c TA 
Cc, So, I have loſt my Serjeant in an ecliptique/ miſt, 
drunk, horrible drank he is fines ſo cow will 1 fit myſelf, 
I hope this babit will do meno h:rmy; Lam an honeſt man al- 
ready : fit, fit, fir as a puncks tail, that ſerves every bady : 


- 


« Bythis timemy' Vinmerchinkeof:acohing.bux Hlell and Sal- 


phur, 


UMI 
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phany he: farts fare ane} brimitone orendyy; Sugnchy os 


ecution approacheth. 
Enter Mulligrub, Mrs, Mulligrub, Cocledemoy 4d Officers, 
i « .Ofþc. Oa a tore there ; room for the Priſoders. 

Mx. 1 pray you do not lead) me to Execution through 
C heap-fide, I owe Matter 6Garazb the Gold-ſmithmoney,and 
I fear he'l ſet a Serjeant 0amy back forir. 

-Mris © Husband, I littlechought- you ſhould have come 
to think on God thus ſoon ; nay, and. you had been hang'd 
deſervedly, it would never have grieved me; 1 have known- 
of many haneſt innocent mea have been hang'd deſervedly ; 
batto be caſt away for nothing. - + 

Coc,' Good Women hold' your peace, your prictles and 
your prattles4 your bibbles and your badbles, for I\prey you | 
hear me in private; I am a Widdower,-and you almoſt &- 
Widdow, ſhil | be welcome to your Hoales,to out Tables. 
and your other things ? 

Ars. I haven piece of murcen, and s frafter Bed for you ; 


at all tinen, 

Mabe -Þido heremalee # I 1 Oey - man 
apy thing, I do-hearrily vive Nich $* II 
any they » let hiny” pay my Wife. 

Eoc, I will look to your RESINS I'warrant youy: © 

Mm. And now good Yoke-fe thy poor khrlgri, ; 

Mrs, Nay, then I'were-unkin@i'faithy I will nee leave you 
vatilt I ſee-you h 

. Core But Brothers,. Brothes, you muſt" think of your- 


(ins and iniquities; you have Veen #brom 
Veſſels, you have ___ w-drin of the juice of eng pee 


of Babjlen, for whereas good Ale, Por yo, Brayers Sidirg... 
and Metheglins, Was the rrus Ancient; B4rijÞ, and Trojan 
Drinks z. you ha brought in' Popiſly*Wines, Spaniſh. Wines, 
Preach Wines, tam marti quam merenris, both'Makedire-- 
and Malmeſy, to the ſubverſion; ſtaggering; and fotnetimey 
over-throw of many a good Chrifim': You h#& been a great 
gemdler; O remember the (ins of your' Nights: for your 
ight-works ha been unſavoury in the taſt of your'Cnſtoimery, -. 
Ml, 1 confeſs, I confeſs; and: I forgive as 1 work? be 
forgiven, » Do you know one CocledemoyÞ © * 
Coes. OVevy well : Know him ? An honeſt makchos and 


JMI 


56+ 
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a com -00 yoright desler with his Neighbours, -and their 
wine things of him. 
161. WW, heis, ot whatſoere be i is, I'le take 

jr 00 Wy bu thetw:ſeof wy hanging ;.I heartily for- 
iv#higl; and if he. would come forth, be might; ſave me, 
fa hr onely kneutthe why, and the wherefore. 

Coc. You do + from your hearts, : and widrifs, and - 
1mMrgi - Horgive him then; - you will not let bim- rot 
* ;: Irons , procure him to be baog'd 'in -lowfie | 
without a Song,and after he is dead, piſs on his Grave, 
. Mw/. That bard heart of mine has. procured albehis ; bue I 
for ive a3 I would be forgiven. - | 

*c. Hang togfts, my worſhipful grwb, [behold -hy 
Cellar, -y. fioe: Vintner., My ophonical fine 


(N 

Ks * Gent, Bliſs a the blefled, who mocks but look for wo 
Kraves here ? 

; Coo, No Knavey warſhipful. Friend,vo Knave, for obſerve, 
honeſt Coeledewoy reſtores what he has got, to make you 
know, thatwhatſqere he'hes: dane, has been: ooly'E 
_ for. Wies ſake + 1 ncquit- this ' Vintnery- as-be | 

guitred me; all has byen done for Fapaeret wit, my fine 

My worſhipful ' | 
Xo» Gems. Go, you. are Knave. c 
oc. 1-pm fo, 'tis a good thriving-Trade, it conntorated 
bane thea the ſeven Liberal Sciences, br the nine-Cardirial 

V ietuety: which njey well appear in tlis,. you ſhall neverhave 

ttering;KneyeturnCourtier t And yet I have read of ma- 
ny Canrizers that have turn'd flattering Knaves. 

2, Gent, We'teven but fo? Why then all” smell, - 

. 4m). 1 could even weep fot jay- NY, 

. Adzs, 1 could weeprogy dt SDg knows for whey; , 


| 2: C64 Ard naw my.very fine Helhtowen — and you 


ful Friends-in the middjeRegjon 
$ | with Eontenr-our furtleſs micthhotb®een,- 
Lex your pleas 'doninds a5 our much roryr, rep 
-_ Far he ſhail-find that Oli pe ſuch trivjal yp 
ſaber to peprovity enbefter its: > * 1 


*: Ne ic and yet we fear to ſwell, - 2 
ITY do nad erty: _ RalbE-Netl:'s ie! ([ Exenar, 


